RED J f
ROSE
SCHOOL

F all 1986

Northwest Film & Video Center
Visiting Filmmakers
Steve Segal Futuropolis 9/13,2 & 8p.m.
Jon Jost Slow Moves 9/24, 8 p.m.
Dan Bessie Hard Traveling 10/16, 8p.m.
Skip Sweeney My Mother Married Wilbur Stump
and My Father Sold Studebakers 10/19, 7p.m.

Contemporary French Cinema Oct. 3 ■12
The Northwest Film & Video Center is pleased to be host for the 1986 United States Tour of
Contemporary French Cinema organized by the French-American Film Workshop and co
sponsored by The Institute for American Universities, the French Ministry of Culture, the
French National Cinema Center and Unifrance Film.

Secret Passage
The Best of Life
Visage de Chien
Vaudeville
Elsa, Elsa
Notorious Nobodies
Part of the Other

Now
Three
Locations

14th NW Film & Video Festival Nov. 14-23

Downtown
222 S.W. Washington
224-5477

2440 S.W . Vista Avenue
222-2811

OregonArtlnstitute
Museum, College, & Film Center.

OREGON M AGAZINE

Progressive
Organizations

Understanding the
German Greens
Intentional Communities:
Past and Present

Best Pizza
by the Slice!

Free M eeting Room
Children's Playroom
Browsing Library
Resource
Bulletin
Boards
At Cost
Catering &
Benefits

Quest speakers, Mondays

PSU Campus

Vista Spring Cafe

1 2 1 9 S W P a rk a t J e ff e r s o n , P o r tla n d ,

Combatting Apartheid

Karin Herrmann, Tuesdays

Featuring Five Tap Beers
and Wine

Call 221-1156 for a complete schedule

C lasses start the w eek o f O ct. 13.

Opening September 8th
1909 S.W . Sixth Avenue
224-0311

Halloween Extravaganza ■Jon Newton and band perform
live w/The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari

The Red Rose School offers classes to
help us better understand our position in
society and our ability to change it
through social action. Classes meet one
evening per week. Tuition fo r one
course is $25 ($15 low income); no one
will be excluded fo r inability to pay.

Tim Calvert, Wednesdays

The Hanford Debacle
Joanne Oleksiak, Thursdays

Living in the
Burnside Community
Guest speakers, dates TBA

Feminist Perspectives
on Abortion
Sally Markowitz, Sundays
In addition, there will be a Red
Rose School Open House and
Forum on Friday, October 10. The
forum topic will be The Politics of
AIDS
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Unique Multi-Ethnic Menu
Vegetarian, Chicken
Seafood Entrees
'X
Exquisite
X
Desserts
\
Moderately
Priced
Espresso •
Wine •
Deer •
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EDITORIAL
D r iv in g

south from Seattle this

summer, I passed a car with that fa
mous bumper sticker “A m e ric a Love It or Leave It!” I did a double take
when I saw the passengers were all,
at least to my untrained eye, recently
arrived immigrants. That moment set
off lots of reflection. This nation still
represents the dream of prosperity
without oppression to many around
the world. The current administration
is doing everything possible to corral
patriotism under its (right) wing, while
attempting to polarize us all. That
effort is obviously successful with a
lot of folks out there.
Too often, progressive-minded citi
zens of this country find themselves
on the outside looking in, reacting a
bit too late to themes developed by
those who’ve staked out power. For
many of us it’s an easy role— that of
critic, outsider, the permanent opposi
tion to a status quo we suspect we’ll
never see toppled. And while many
work hard for issues of concern and
candidates which represent our sin
cerest aspirations, the overall thrust
of the left has been negative, more
wait-and-see than a wholehearted ef
fort to seize the reins of power and
make our own dreams the agenda.
Part of the problem has been the
scale oh which those with wealth and
power operate. Capital knows no
boundaries. It has left our regional
economy in tatters (overcut, over
fished, undernourished) and set off
for greener pastures. We must stake
out a pragmatic, long-run position of
rebuilding and revitalizing our lands
and human resources, or what pros
perity we continue to harbor will
slowly leak away from us. A com
prehensive,
workable,
hopeful
scenario must be developed that can
be “sold” to those presently con
vinced the Reagan/Big Business
model is the only possibility.

Travelling throughout the North
west and Lower British Columbia this
summer, I sensed a critical mass
being reached that could bring our
unique corner of the universe into its
own. We share a true genius of place
that has adapted remarkably to this
bountiful, often inhospitable clime. A
genuine culture has grown up that is
at clear odds with much of what is
portrayed as the U.S. reality else
where. What I saw was the beginning
of community-based development
outside the high-energy, overly
capitalized model we’re told is “the
American way.” Few hereabouts
seemed interested in intervening in
other lands.

Loving America, which is all of this
immense continent, will require more
of us than we’re accustomed to giv
ing. It asks each of us to care enough
to begin truly taking control of our
lives and our place on the planet.
Truly American behavior will require
a moral standard far beyond that cur
rently exposed in our nation’s shaky,
exploitative relations with the Third
World. We can make our region, na
tion and continent the home of liberty
and justice for all only if we reapply
the resources we currently squander.
To do less would be truly un-Amer
ican and hazards consequences too
staggering to be imagined.
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tan Australia. Bamboo huts hide among
the p a lm s, s tro lle rs w ear c o lo rfu l
sarongs, sculptured gods guard bridges
and temples, banana plants and water
buffalo are everywhere.
The bemo driver parks and leads them
down a path to a losman—a cheap lodg
ing house—off in the trees about a mile
from Kuta. Coyote rents a small room
with two beds, a wardrobe, table and ker
osene lamp. Out on the covered porch
are chairs and a table for morning ba
nanas and tea. Monkey and Sparrow set
tle in next door. Coyote listens to Monkey
and Sparrow at play, through the wovenfrond wall. Sparrow's passionate chirps
excite him.
Coyote had spotted Monkey for the
shaman-joker of Asia right off. Monkey
has come out to meet the trickster-hero
from North America. “ Funny, you don’t
look Chinese,” Coyote jokes. “ No more
than you look Chinook,” laughs Monkey.
Coyote teases Sparrow mercilessly,
breaking down her English reserve. He
tickles her despite her girlish giggles and

good-hearted evasions. Sparrow be
comes a bird of gaudier plumage, henna
ing her hair red. Coyote is twice her age,
but kisses her anyhow, when Monkey
isn’t looking. Together, the three eat at
Kuta’s street stalls, sit on the beach,
watch Balinese dances. Coyote is partic
ularly delighted by the story of witch
Ragonda, a child-gobbler with sagging
breasts and lolling tongue.
Coyote and Monkey eat magic mush
rooms, at one of the warungs—cheap
eating stalls—where “ blue meanies” are
served. Coyote and Monkey have strolled
two blocks when the psilocybin hits. They
collapse in a streetside Hindu-Buddhist
shrine, erupting cosmic laughter. Coyote
goggles the passing throng, more vibrant
and colorful than ever. Turning to say
something to Monkey he finds a furry
Asian simian, laughing through sharp
teeth. Coyote throws back his head and
howls, displaying his canines. Hours
later the high runs out as the last light
drains from a crimson-saffron sunset into
the Indian Ocean.

------ oyote had spotted Monkey for
the shaman-joker of Asia right off.
Monkey has come out to meet the
trickster-hero from North
America. "Funny you don't
look Chinese," Coyote
jokes. "No more than
'
you look Chinook,"
\
laughs Monkey.

1*

rom the dank tropical edge of the
arid Australian dreamscape, a single
jetplane arrows eastward once each
Thursday to Bali, isle of heavenly
delights. American Coyote, Golden
Monkey and English Sparrow board in
Darwin, its palm-lined square clotted
with spaced-out dirtbaggers, its
scorched-earth suburbs deadly with
lank philistines. Coyote trots aboard,
Sparrow flutters in, Monkey swings up
on his invisible sky-rope.
They disembark in Bali to the clamor,
jostle and reek of Indonesia, the spice
scents and babble of countless dapper
guides. Blond-maned Monkey, all
shoulders and calves, hails a bemo, the
long-bed pickup truck with roof and
benches down the side that is the local
cheap transport. He orders the driver to
speed them to Kuta, where the
shirtsleeve cosmopolites are kickingback cheap this year.
Skinny grey Coyote eyes English
Sparrow, a slim pink morsel with fine
high breasts, sombre in greys and
browns. Monkey and Sparrow have
been hitchhiking around Australia
together. Coyote recalls his fondness for
nibbling small birds.
Green-gold Bali is splendid after grey-

When Sparrow can’t talk Monkey into
walking 10 miles up the beach to Tanah
Lot, Coyote accompanies her. Actually,
they only make it a mile, to a fancy hotel
in Legian. They pretend to be rich tourists
and rent a room, in which they romp away
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the afternoon. Sparrow later tells Monkey
that Coyote is wealthier than he lets on,
neglecting to mention how she knows.
Bali shimmers in the heat, awaiting
monsoon rains. The rice paddies shrivel
yellow. A farmer carries green forage to
his buffalo, tethered to a palm.
One day when Monkey returns from
the beach he finds Sparrow’s pack gone.
He questions broad, bovine Water Buf
falo, who runs the losman, and learns
that Coyote has lugged English Spar
row’s backpack away, Sparrow flitting at
his side. “ Foreign people come, foreign
people go,” Water Buffalo comments dis
approvingly. “ Prolly go ‘nothah losman.”
Monkey is thoroughly annoyed by this
perfidy. When next he sees Coyote, he
raves long and loud. “ Don’t be silly,
Monkey,” Coyote replies, “ Sparrow is a
bird of passage; you could never have
hoped to keep her.”
uta is sm all. They keep
meeting. Encountered alone, Coyote al
most apologizes. “ English Sparrow beg
ged me to carry her away,” he tells
Monkey. “ I’d never set out to pinch a fel
low traveler’s baggage. But you have to
admit that only a fool would turn down
such a well-feathered creature. Didn’t
you yourself pry Sparrow loose from a
Kiwi in Adelaide?”
M onkey vis its them at th e ir new
losman, closer to the sea. Lusa Losman
is a traditional compound of bamboo and
banana fronds, 14 rooms around a court
yard exploding with scent-rich blossoms.
Monkey takes a room. He waves to the
lovers from his morning bananas and
tea. Sparrow is painting her toenails
crimson to match her new scarlet sarong.
The happy couple go off to Ubud, the
artists’ town, intending to continue to Mt.
Agung, a vast volcano the Balinese claim
is the navel of the world. Several days
later Coyote returns alone. As Coyote
tells it, they argued about nothing at all,

the sere
delayed

hose miserable
the Balinese women
ago. Only girls before puberty and old women
with withered dugs are occasionally seen
uncovered. This girl refuses to admit she is
pubescent, though her breasts are ripe pears.
and Sparrow disappeared with doltish
Ox, w ho’d been mooing his devotion
through the alleys and galleries of Ubud.
When Coyote returns to Lusa Losman
all the rooms are taken. He persuades
Monkey to let him use the other bed in his
room. At night they hear melodious
wooden cow bells. The gekko calls
“ gekko, gekko, gekko.” In the distance,
dogs bark.
Monkey and Coyote cautiously be
come friends again. They decide to go
back up to Ubud, to buy art and view
volcanoes and continue on to the north
coast. But before they depart, Monkey
turns haggard and sweaty. They have
seen other travelers sicken. It is dengue
fever, also called breakbone. The victim
squirms and sweats, too weak to move,
too pained to lie still. After five days the
attack passes. Travelers who consult a
doctor are given aspirin and sent to rest
in bed.
Pain wracked and gushing sweat,
Monkey sits up wide-eyed and begs
Coyote not to leave him. “ I know you want
to get to the mountains,” he groans, “ but
stay with me until I get on my feet again.
Don’t leave me alone here.”
Eight thousand miles from home, and
still feeling vaguely guilty, how could
Coyote leave? He brings Monkey pitch

ers of water and changes the sopping
towels, fetches soda-pop from the nearby
warung, finds aspirin, and walks clear
into Kuta seeking milk. Monkey babbles
and writhes in fever dreams. Coyote
mops his brow.
Coyote preaches himself a sermon
about doing good without expecting a
reward. He forgets his trickster ways and
plays the hero full time.
♦
Afte r five days Monkey sits up from
damp twisted sheets, smiles wanly. He
takes a cool shower. Later that day he
toddles to the warung for orange soda
and a grilled cheese sandwich.
Soon he is well enough to travel and
they zoom up to Ubud. There they meet
English Sparrow on the street, wearing a
stunning new purple dress barely held up
by spaghetti straps, her toenails spar
kling gold. Sparrow walks beside a tall,
dark-haired Frog, practicing her French.
Coyote rolls his eyes and licks his chops
theatrically. “ I’d take you back anytime,”
he tells her. “ I’m having a lovely time
flitting about,” Sparrow replies.
yote and Monkey head to
ward Mt. Batur, a huge crater lake upcountry. They climb toward Penelokan,
high on the rim of the volcano. The rice

f Mt.
h blew its tc
psed
the calderi
ese-twin
poke jagc
and on
th e ir fla n k a new c ra te r sm oke s
ominously. The lake is five miles long and
two wide, but looks no more than
cent-shaped mud-puddle at one ed
the vast pit.
Coyote and Monkey hike down into the
depths, under a burning sun. As they
descend the world turns grey, charcoal
and black, under an indigo sky. There is
only a little scrub vegetation and the heat
reflects in shimm'ering waves from the
encircling walls.
Coyote and Monkey begin to argue.
How fast should they go and which direc
tion; should they take a canoe or a motor
boat? Visiting an aboriginal village on the
lake, Monkey disappears for an hour,
while Coyote frets. When Monkey returns
he borrows dollars from Coyote for a mys
terious deal. The natives stare at Coyote.
Their dead ancestors rot in bamboo
cages at the nearby cemetery.
Monkey returns, laughing and scratch
ing. He claims he will share his good
trade on money with Coyote. “Why are
you sulking, Coyote?” he wants to know.
After bitter argument they finally direct
the canoeman across the hammered-'
pewter lake to Toyabungkah village. Girls
come to the school there to learn the
Legong Dance, most graceful and femi
nine of the Balinese dances, performed
exclusively by young girls. From up the
hill Coyote and Monkey hear gamelan
music.
But they are hot and tired, and there is
a hotspring pool at the edge of the lake.
They will bathe first. As they recline in
steam ing water, a bare-breasted girl
comes down. Those miserable prudes
the Javanese made the Balinese women
cover their breasts decades ago. Only
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a conversation with his 12 words of Indo
nesian. Monkey whispers a warning, but
Coyote is beyond reason. He floats
closer, until the child covers herself and
flees. Monkey snarls. Coyote growls.
They sit a long time, sweating in hot
water. “Well,” Coyote defends himself,
“ she needed to learn that she has to
watch out for men like me.”
Renting a room Monkey is dismayed to
discover that the wad of Indonesian
money he’s bought is mostly cut-up
newspaper. This doesn’t improve their
dispositions a bit.
They go up to the school in the center
of the village. Craning their necks around
a partly open door, they watch girls prac
tice the dance. Later, eating dinner,
Coyote chats with Binturong, the fox
faced matron who runs their losman. Binturong’s daughter Martin flits past, a
shapely bird, exquisitely-proportioned.
All these b eautiful g irls are driving
Coyote wild.
Monkey goes off to bed. In the morning
he will climb the taller of the cinder cones
that jut above the town. Coyote declines
this useless exertion under the tropical
sun. He has been hanging around with
Monkey too much. Two men together can
be a bore.

t dawn, Coyote is sweating
mightily. He feels lousy. “ I’ve got dengue
fever,” he tells Monkey, who lays his hand
on Coyote’s forehead. “ Naw," Monkey re-

self in a grey emptiness under a burning
cobalt sky.
Coyote memorizes the cracks in the
ceiling. He is alone on the floor of a vol
cano and the hours pass slowly. He re
flects on his errors. He dreams of naked
little girls with tiny breasts that swell, then
sag into the witch Ragonda’s pendulous
boobs. He hears M onkey’s raucous
laughter, and sees pillars of smoke and
strange deities in forms of fantasy and
horror. When will Monkey return?
He dreams monsters. The earth swal
lows him, blood red lava flows. The vast
pit is carmine. Mt. Batur is the vulva of the
world and Coyote is trapped inside. He
realizes that Monkey will never return,
and he will never get out. This is Earth’s
p u n is h m e n t f o r h is l i f e l o n g
lasciviousness; for lubricity, lust and orality. For peeking through knotholes, for
treating women as objects, for masturba
tion, fornication, seduction, and sal
acious fascination. The world's womb
has swallowed him, and will cook his
meat forever.
The third day thunderheads tower high
above. In lu c id m o m e n ts C oyo te
chuckles that Monkey hasn’t returned.
Who would have guessed that the very
person he nursed would abandon him?
He hopes the bastard fell into the crater.
All Coyote has had is trouble since he
met that blond-haired devil. Coyote won
ders if this is really dengue, or some
other, deadlier fever. There is no respite
from pain.

’ J _ his is Earth's
punishment for his
lifelong
lasciviousness; for
lubricity lust and
orality; for
masturbation,
fornication, seduction,
and salacious
fascination. The
world's womb has
swallowed him, and
will cook his meat
forever.

girls before puberty and old women with
withered dugs are occasionally seen un
covered, not counting the foreign girls on
Kuta beach. This girl refuses to admit she
is pubescent, though her breasts are ripe
pears.
Monkey views her coolly; Coyote be
comes feverishly agitated. She is for an
instant a naked brown sprite as her redorange sarong floats free and she slips
into the water. Coyote clears his throat
loudly and sidles resolutely toward her.
The girl casts apprehensive looks, but
Coyote refuses to notice. He tries to start

assures him, “ nothing to speak of. Prob
ably just Binturong’s cooking.” Monkey
will return after his climb, and they will
“ get out of this hole.”
By evening Coyote is flat on his back.
Dengue is a fire in the marrow of his
bones and boiling lead in his joints.
Sweat runs from every pore and there is
no comfortable way to lie. Breakbone is
steady, unrelenting pain. Monkey has
carried off the aspirin. Nor does Monkey
return at nightfall. Coyote writhes and
sleeps, groans and dozes. Staggering to
the toilet next morning, Coyote finds him

In dreams the cinder cones are Earth’s
clitoris, and Monkey rubs himself against
it. Steam and smoke pour from the active
crater, Monkey dives in. Barely nubile
Balinese dancers surround Coyote. They
bare their tiny slim bodies, stroke their
own breasts and sm ile e n ticin g ly.
Monkey comes up through the floor
laughing and capering, he handles and
caresses the girls, waves his cock, waves
Coyote’s cock. Coyote sits up to make
him stop but finds his own hand thefe,
and himself alone in a dusty-white room,
clothes and gear slung all across the

floor and beds. He staggers to the stink
ing squat toilet, but nothing comes. Low
dark clouds obscure the sky.
Thunder roars above the mountains.
He laughs at Monkey’s treachery. It is a
good lesson which he will never forget. If
he lives.
The volcano erupts. This must be the
end. The great blown-out, burning cunt of
the world is giving birth. Her water
breaks! He hears it roar on the roof.
Water gurgles and splashes everywhere.
He rises and staggering weakly to the
door, he looks out. Water pours down the
slope into the lake, rain pounds the roof,
huge drops dapple the ground, water is
everywhere. The monsoon has reached
Bali at last. Coyote realizes he no longer
hurts.
_
he fever departs as swiftly as
it came. When he goes to pay the bill he
finds that without what Monkey borrowed
he hasn’t enough. He trades Binturong
the gear Monkey left plus his own black
folding umbrella. A day later, safe in de
cadent Kuta, a room is vacant at Lusa
Losman. He can rest at last.
English Sparrow is staying at Lusa
Losman with Sandpiper, a tall, lisping
chap. She says they are “just like sis
ters.” Sparrow has cut and spiked her
hair now and and wears three earrings in
each lobe. She proposes that she, Sand
piper and Coyote become a trio; Coyote
in the middle. She seems genuinely sur
prised when he refuses. Something
burned away in the fiery pit. English
Sparrow seems dangerously flighty to
entrust with so fragile a part of his body.
Coyote sees Monkey one more time. At
the post office Coyote is surprised to hear
that familiar maniacal laugh, and turns to
see Monkey approaching, his mouth full
of teeth. Monkey greets him cordially, as
a long lost friend.
“ I had dengue,” Coyote reproaches
him. “ Why the hell d id n ’t you come
back?”
“ Oh, it was too hot in there. I couldn’t
stand it any longer. You say you had de
ngue, but it was probably just the heat of
all those girls around you, Coyote. Did
you bring my gear out?”
“ Damn your gear,” Coyote shouts.
“ You lost my money and abandoned me
when I was sick, you bastard.”
“ Ha, ha, Coyote, you’re getting old and
crotchety,” Monkey says.” l didn’t take
your money, I got gypped out of money
myself. I was curing you all right, but the
disease was chasing little birds. Ha, ha,
ha.”
“ You damn primate!" Coyote rages,
but Monkey dances off, past Balinese in
business suits and travelers in draw
string trousers, airline captains, Iowa
dentists, brown boys in tailored shirts
and old women in black. Monkey turns
and laughs, all teeth and testicles, then
vaults by his invisible skyrope up toward
the ceiling, his tail flapping out behind.
He disappears entirely, in the general di
rection of Asia.
Rick Rubin lives in Portland and writes for
numerous national, regional and neigh
borhood publications. His last story for
CSQ was on Portland Mayor Bud Clark.
Artist Tim Braun lives in Portland. He regu
larly illustrates and designs for CSQ.
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South Carolina: Baptists
By Paul Loeb
Illustration by Robert Williamson

wenty-five years after an atomic bomb fell just outside
its city limits, Florence, South Carofina had a peace
march. A B-47 lost the weapon in 1958 when a lock broke
on it bay doors, and the bomb dropped 15,000 feet before
landing outside a modest farmhouse. Fortunately, the plu
tonium and uranium did not go critical. Three years later,
two more bombs fell 130 miles away in Goldsboro, North
Carolina, and an atomic blast was prevented only when,
after five safety devices failed, the final one held. Instead,
the first bomb’s TNT trigger, detonating on impact, dug a
hole 100 feet across and thirty-five feet deep, sheared off
surrounding trees, and caved in the adjacent house as if a
giant had kicked in its side. The blast wounded three
children playing in the yard. The family fought for years
before getting the barest of settlements.

T

pots beneath an Im perial Margarine
Although Florence could be said to
have a particular relationship to the time
crown; and then the Florence Air and
we’ve fairly casually termed “the nuclear
Missile Museum, where Saber jets, Titan
age,” otherwise it differed little from its
missiles and B-17s stood sentinel on cyl
quiet rural neighbors. The bomb came,
indrical posts. Q uaintly obsolete, no
went, and was largely forgotten. Situated
longer up to high-tech standards, they
110 miles up-country from Charleston
cast echoes of past military glories on
and eighty east of the state capital in
walkers carrying signs reading: “ No Win
Columbia, this com m unity of 30,000
ners Nuclear War,” “ End The Arms
went about its ordinary way, paying scant
Race,” and “ ‘Come Now, Let Us Reason
attention to grand and distant global is- * Together’ ” —this last with chapter and
sues. Its citizens paid the resulting costs,
verse citation from Isaiah. Another sign
accepted the resulting consequences,
began “ Blessed Are The Peace Wish
and fell into line with the rest of the
e rs ,” with “ W ishers” crossed out to
culture. Dissenters only appeared as ex- , “ T hin kers,” and fin ally changed to
otic fodder for TV news.
“ Blessed Are The Peace Makers.”
Therefore, it was unexpected when
The six-mile march was to end at the
sixty respectable local residents en
atom ic bomb site. But the property
gaged in a “ protest march” —a fundrais
owners backed out after receiving threat
ing walk for the national Freeze cam
ening phone calls. The marchers walked
paign. In all, 200 people participated by
as close as they could—to the campus of
marching or signing pledges, contacting
the 3,000-student Francis Marion Col
the press, baking cookies, serving ice
lege, a commuter school named after the
tea, or performing the myriad other tasks
Swamp Fox of the American Revolution.
that made the walk successful.
For the marchers and for the town,
Starting out on a clear October Satur
such public dissent was a first. For al
day from Poyner, a former high school
most everyone involved, this day marked
now used as an adult education center,
entry into a Courj^v ot new vulnerability
and exposure. S o u t walked past oaks,
they headed east out of town, past the
pines, and poplars lightly tim id but
black neighborhood’s crum bling por
ches, rusting tin roofs, and glass-littered
proud, while neighbors watched from the
ground. They reached the pale stucco
Midas Muffler shop, Piggly Wiggly supercourts and dried-up swimming pools of
motels left behind when a new interstate
bypassed Florence; the Treasure City
Bingo Jamboree; a parlor as large as a
Safeway store, promising $400,000 jack

HARD TIMES

ind Ho

market, from porches and storefronts.
Cars rendered verdicts of thumbs, up,
thum bs down, honking horns, “ fuck
you," or smiles and waves. Four men in a
black Chevy said one woman had a nice
ass. Most who passed ju s t looked
surprised.
Among those walking for the first time
was Southern B a p tis t m in ister Bill
Cusak. Bill proudly wore a square sign,
reading ‘Peace Now’ on all four sides,
above a straw hat on his bald head. It
could be seen unmistakably from any
direction.
The sign did make Bill look a little odd;
his wife thought he resembled Carmen
Miranda carrying pineapples. But he
liked its visibility and stood fast on local
roots, dating back to before the British
shot his ancestor, Adam Cusak, for refus
ing to let them use his ferry to cross the
nearby Pee Dee River.
B ill’s concern began after the initial
Hiroshima bomb, while he was still a
young seminary student at Georgia Tech.
The knowledge of what had occurred and
might occur again frightened and pained
him. But since no one seemed to share
his apprehensions, he placed them on a
back shelf until, in early 1982, he heard a
group of British and American scien
tists— including several who had worked
on the original bomb—express fear that
an atomic war was entirely likely by the
year 2,000. B ill’s first grand-daughter
was two at the time. He couldn’t think of
her and remain silent. It was his phone
call to a Francis Marion biologist that led,
nearly two years later, to this march.
The day almost had the air of a Sunday
school picnic—men and women in jeans
and walking shorts, clean-cut teenagers
in Black Sabbath t-shirts. Although the
surrounding culture ceded these teach
ers and nurses, ministers, counselors,
and other respectable professionals far
greater right to question than it did the
men and women who worked in the sur
rounding farms and mills, they wondered
where challenging government leaders
m ight lead. Their actions suggested that
the world was gravely threatened, not
only by external barbarians, but by our
own society's actions and choices. Some
were jittery, like the young Methodist min

ister who nearly cracked up his blue
Dodge pickup while driving over from a
small town forty miles away. Others took
heart because everyone seemed so
wholesome and ordinary. A pastoral as
sistant who was here at the request of a
daughter dying of Hodgkin's disease,
said, “ I guess blacks started this march
ing—I realize they went through a lot
worse.” A young social worker marched
with a Sony Walkman and a sign, made
jointly with a mildly retarded client, de
picting a soccer-ball planet, colored in
oblong continents of orange, yellow, blue
and green, and the words “ Save The
Earth, Stop The Bombs” in strong black
letters. Most nursed tired feet, chatted
with neighbors and friends, and hoped
they would be heard. As Episcopal ministerlngram Parmellysaid, “ nowtheyknow
there are others who care as well.”
At the end-point rally, a rabbi led an
ecumenical prayer and a local historian
recalled the day the bomb fell. Ingram,
who also taught sociology at Francis Marion, fille d in fo r a h o p e d -fo r c o n 
gressm an-salving possible disappoint
ment by saying this was a movement
determined not by star speakers but by
ordinary citizens, “ insisting that we don’t
wish our children incinerated.” He ended
by quoting Isaiah, prom ising a day
“ when nation shall not lift up sword
against nation.”
They all knew the quotation. They’d
learned it in fourth-grade Bible school,
then consigned it to the domain of ideals
or distant futures. But given that the
marchers feared being tarred as pawns
of evil empires, it rooted them in familiar
traditions.

The bomb's TNT trigger,
detonating on impact, dug
a hole 100 fe e t across and j
sheared o ff surrounding
trees, and caved in the
adjacent house as if a
giant had kicked in its
side. The blast
wounded three
children playing in
the yard.

I —J ow is a movement born in a place
JL JLwhere none existed before? How
does a community of conscience oppose
a once-accepted culture? A year and a
half before the October 1983 march, Flor
ence had no peace movement. Fears of
the atomic arms race remained mute.
Then a Francis Marion biologist named
Jack Boyce got a Common Cause mail
ing detailing the consequences of a nu
cle a r war, the developing w eapons
buildup, and suggestions for citizen ac
researching the issue
tion. Boyce be
in books, gove
lications like
Scientists. He wrote letters
of the local paper on the MX vote, the
chances of surviving an atomic blast,
and the escalating global crisis.
Around this time, Bill Cusak saw the
scientists speaking on nuclear war. It was
an hour-long public TV discussion filmed
by the British, and it stirred him to con
sider the almost incomprehensible pos
sibilities they discussed. Remembering a
few of Boyce’s letters in the paper, he
decided to call Jack to talk.
Although the two had not spoken pre
viously, they began meeting Thursday
mornings from 7:30 to 9:00 at the office
where Bill did religious-based counsel
ing. Bill also invited the educational min
ister of a rural Baptist church, and Jack
brought his Methodist minister and a
Francis Marion drama teacher.
Bill got thirty people at his church to
view a Physicians for Social Responsibil
ity film, The Last Epidemic, which coun
terposed Hiroshima footage with testi
mony on the consequences of a nuclear
war presented by doctors, scientists,
statesmen, and even a former admiral.
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Bill joined with the others to buy a $350
p rin t and book it, free of charge, to
churches schools, Rotary Clubs, nurses’
associations, com m unity centers, and
whoever would let them show it.
As the group’s initial participants be
gan to speak before different organiza
tions and to invite others to help, they
drew on the morning m eetings for emo
tional sustenance. S upport also came
from other activists in nearby com m u
nities. In Charleston, the Freeze cam 
paign joined with a small, largely black
local of the United Electrical W orkers to
hold a 150-person peace m arch— de
spite freezing rain. In Colum bia, the Car
olina Peace Resource C enter provided
the Florence and other groups with infor
mation, films, slide shows, and a calen
dar of statewide activities. And in June
1983, the state’s Methodist ministers en
dorsed the Freeze. But until the walk,
Florence citizens had no public vehicle
for expressing their sense of community.
Just as different local groups inspired
each other, so efforts like that of Florence
made it possible for the national Freeze
cam paign to coordinate coast-to-coast
“ walk-a-thons” that October. A California
office provided posters, advice, and gen
eral know-how, and the marches passed
on part of the money they received. The
actions built each organization as well as
a broader movement.
The Florence group now called itself
the Pee Dee Nuclear Freeze Campaign,
named for the nearby river. Participants
joined by twos and threes as the mailing
list grew from th irty to eighty to 150. Jack
Boyce, however, had now retired to North
Carolina. The Methodist m inister rotated
180 miles west to Greenville. But new
people filled the gap. Drama teacher
Denny Sanderson became the organiza
tional hub: carrying the campaign office
in his briefcase, sandwiching march lo
gistics between endless rehearsals of the
student play, and using his broadcasting
experience to prime advantage on the
Florence TV show, “ Pee Dee People.” A
cost. O thers gathered pledges, called
local printer ran off mailings and fliers at

various media, and helped in whatever
ways they could.
Of course the w alk encountered re
sistance. Letters to the paper talked of
the “ darkness of Com m unist hell” and
s a id m in is te rs sh o u ld not “ p ro m o te
moral causes,” but rather “ preach salva
tion only by Jesus’s love for sinner and
hatred for sin .” Police were urged to re
voke the m arch perm it. A pro m in e n t
P re s b y te ria n b e ra te d his p a s to r fo r
participating.
I caught an echo of this backlash when
I went, along with Bill Cusak and Ingram
Parmelly, to view the site where the Air
Force bom b had fa lle n in 1958. We
walked past a low barricade of branches
a n d b ro k e n TV a n te n n a s th a t B ill
Gregg—the man whose home was de
stroyed— had erected to keep out the
m archers. Ingram said he understood
w hy— given the draining fight the Greggs
went through— they shied away from in
v itin g fu rth e r controversy by offe rin g
their land.
The house was gone, marked only by
w o o d en p o s ts , a b ro ke n flo w e r pot,
sheets of crum pled tin, and thin young
pines struggling to reclaim the site as
forest. The hole held stagnant water, sur
rounded by red and blue shotgun cas
ings and the perforated Budweiser cans
of their owners. A stove, an old sink, and
sheets of rusted m etal rose ja g g e d ly
fro m th e w a te r, fo ld in g b a c k lik e
crum pled insect wings.
Six months earlier, the local radio sta
tion played their twenty-five-year-old tape
of the accident report with great fanfare.
But when Denny asked to use the tape at
the rally, the station m anager (whose
a n tic o m m u n is t rh e to ric w o u ld have
warmed the heart of J. Edgar Hoover)
said it was lost and unavailable. Bill and
Ingram discussed buying the bomb site
and a narrow access corridor, so citizens
c o u ld g a th e r w ith o u t trig g e rin g the
Greggs’ harassment.
We sat quietly, thinking of how apoc
alypse had so discreetly grazed this mod
est community. Ingram— not a lace-cur
ta in E p is c o p a lia n b u t a h u s k y coal
m in e r’s s o n — re ca lle d g ro w in g up in

The South's oldest newspaper, the Augusta
Chronicle, described protestors as "shiftless
failures as human beings," who were either
"knowingly helping America's enemies," or
"venting their spleen on an orderly society
with which they
cannot cope."

Tracy City, East Tennessee. His father
died in the mines, and Ingram said he
might be alive today had the company
cared as much about safety as it did
about profits, or had the union stood up
to them as they should have. He thought
the real betrayal of the South had come
“ when they convinced the poor whites
that blacks were their natural enemies,
that everyone in the Confederate Army
was an aristocratic officer, and that when
your grandaddy fought with Robert E.
Lee he rode side by side instead of follow
ing with the shovel for m anure.”
As a butterfly skimmed the water to
alight on a twig, shouts came from the
road, kids yelling “ Eat s h it . . .goddam n
Com m unists. . .eat sh it!” We saw a flash
of them running through the woods. “ I
wish they’d hang around to let us talk to
th e m ,” said Bill, then he decided to
check the cars. A fter Bill left and walked
slowly down the pine needle path, In
gram told me, “ One of the things that
happens with people shouting at us as
they drive by, and kids yelling ‘goddamn
C om m unists,’ is that there’s a recogni
tion that things aren’t quite right, but a
real uncertainty about what to do about it.
The verities of land and property, home
and hearth have been so clear here for so

long. And we still remember losing a
war.”
He said the march would bring out sup
port and make people listen, but that the
group would also “ catch a little hell be
fore this is over.” He remembered when
Vietnam was at its height, and he was
dean of men at a small college near Fort
Bragg, North Carolina. Visiting generals
paraded through explaining “ how God
and Lyndon Johnson wanted America to
kick ass in V ietnam .” Finally a student
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asked Ingram to sponsor a speaker for
the other side. The speaker came, and
the letters columns filled with talk of In
gram’s communism.
Most marchers, Ingram thought, had
little “ real perception of what could be
awaiting them—that they could suffer
some ostracism, coolness, or be tagged
crazy. Or worse yet be the victims of
some violence, however minor.” But indi
viduals had to find their own understand
ings of the risk, and realize that “ if people
survived marching on Selma and on the
Pentagon, they ought to survive a march
from Poynerto Francis Marion College.”
Then Ingram smiled behind his salt
and pepper beard. “ Do you know what it
means for a bunch of Baptists to sit re
spectfully silent in the presence of a rabbi
leading them in prayer in Florence, South
Carolina, the by-God buckle of the Bible
Belt?” He said having the rabbi was a
deliberate statem ent, “ because this
thing not only transcends our faith and
our particular sectarianism, it transcends
our very humanity.”

f f this was a time when the efforts of
ordinary humans might well deter
mine whether or not the species contin
ued, these efforts were not without their
cost. One hundred and thirty miles from
Florence, the South’s oldest newspaper,
the Augusta Chronicle, described pro
testors at a planned rally and civil disobe
dience action at the Savannah River
Plant, South Carolina’s plutonium pro
duction facility, as “ shiftless failures as
human beings,” who were either “ know
ingly helping Am erica’s enemies,” or
“venting their spleen on an orderly soci
ety with which they cannot cope.” Here,
however, the Florence Morning News sup
ported the walk with an editorial explain
ing that because of the “ insanity of the
expanding nuclear arsenals,” it was ap
propriate for “ upstanding citizens and
loyal Americans” to “ have decided for the
first time in their lives that the cause com
pels them to be activists.”
Yet, even w ith an unusually sym 

pathetic local paper, involvement in the
issue raised fears. In part this was re
lated to the ultimate stakes. But citizens
were also attempting to reclaim a sov
ereignty over choices they’d been condi
tioned to believe were not theirs to ad
dress. As political scientist Richard Falk
explains, we have been living since
Hiroshima under what is in a sense a
“ permanent emergency,” where an im
plicit state of war concentrates power in
the executive branch, and critical na
tional decisions are kept secret in the
name of national security. Although the
Constitution mandates Congress with
clear responsibility for the declaration of
war, the legislative branch now attempts
vainly to rein in m ilitary actions uni
laterally initiated by the president. Fol-^
low ing our Lebanese in te rv e n tio n ,
Ronald Reagan denounced even con
gressional discussion as having in 
creased American casualties.
For the Florence marchers to take on
the nuclear issue was thus to challenge
s ig n ific a n t aspects of th is p o litic a l
order—and the vested interests of all
who feed off the weapons economy or
perceive it as a necessity. They faced as
well, a national heritage of tarring dis
senting movements as beyond the pale; a
heritage extending from the 1798 Alien
and Sedition Acts and the jailing of those
, who spoke against World War I, to McCarthy-era blacklisting and Nixon’s Cointelpro burglaries, IRS investigations and
use of violent provocateurs. Even as the
marchers were given legitimacy by re
spectable scientists, clergy, and break
away policymakers (like former Ambas
sador to the Soviet Union G eorge
Kennan), and even as most sought a very
modest utopia—of merely preserving
home and hearth— it is understandable
that many feared being branded and
shunned.
For some, these fears centered around
the same intimate community that could
also give nurturing sustenance. A Flor
ence counselor who coordinated peace
walk pledges remembered how, when
she was a high sch o o l s tu d e n t in
Montgomery, Alabama, her parents re

ceived threats for discussing racial rela
tions with black activists. The paper of
the local White Citizen’s Council pub
lished th e ir names and the license
number of their car. The midnight phone
calls rang endlessly. She retreated,
frightened of judgment by peers, and of
becoming marked for the crimes of those
who did not know their place. And she
watched in silence until Bill Cusak drew
her in, tw e nty years later, sa yin g,
“There’s going to be a nuclear film shown
at the Baptist church. Sure think y’all
would enjoy seeing it.”
The counselor ended up meeting a
young nurse who was p a rt of the
Ebenezer Baptist congregation, who had
done nothing more controversial than
wear a POW/MIA bracelet her freshman
year at Clemson. Together they formed a
chapter of Peace Links (the women’s dis
armament organization founded by the
wife of Arkansas Senator Dale Bump
ers), brought in a dozen other members,
and began to show their own film—on
n u c le a r w eapons and c h ild re n — to
groups culled from a Chamber of Com
merce list.
But activists’ apprehensions extended
beyond the potential reactions of friends
and peers, employers, agencies of state,
and others wielding institutional power.
They touched as well on the paths they
might be led to follow. Participation in
even the Freeze walk, or any other mild
initial step, marked a point of departure
from a stance in which critical decisions
were automatically left to sanctified ex
perts: politicians in Washington, D.C., or
the Carolina State House, executives
running the local textile mills, heads of
distant oil companies and banks. Finding
an alternative to compliance began with
the insistence that ordinary citizens
should judge these matters that so affect
their future. And it meant perhaps follow
ing their judgments into whatever harsh
and winding night they might lead.
The town of Florence had long been
isolated and innocent. A Francis Marion
administrator recalled the student body
president’s polite reaction to her shock at
Kent State; he could have been consol

ing her at the death of some distant aunt.
But with the development of the college
and with new industry the community
changed. It helped that the newspaper
was s ym p a th e tic and the econom y
rested on tobacco, soybeans, a Pepsi
Cola plant, General Electric, and Union
Carbide, and not on the military. Yet the
peace effort grew primarily from chains
of individuals overcoming their own hesi
tancy and uncertainty to stake integrity
and reputation on the simple belief that
the atom ic arms issue must be ad
dressed. Again, sm all town visibility
could personalize resistance as well as
support. Yet those who marched in Flor
ence addressed a community more inti
mate and perhaps less jaded than an
urban metropolis, and risked far less the
pride and factionalism that often accom
panies beliefs that one’s actions matter
more when located in a center of wealth
and power. And like their compatriots in
New York, Los Angeles, and Chicago,
they began with the risk of discussing
what had been unmentionable.
If our present crisis is propelled not
only by blind trust, but also by cynical
acquiescence, it is appropriate that
those who choose to grapple with these
issues do it in part for the hope they con
sequently find. Though this gain need
not be sanctimonious, it does involve a
sense of linkage to some larger context.
In the words of another marcher, a big
bear of a college-educated Navy vet, and
a sometime truck driver; “ I like being se
rious about the walk or a Sierra Club
meeting, but when it’s over I like being
able to watch Carolina football, drink a
half dozen beers and cuss out Southern
Cal or whoever they’re playing. If there is
a God, I’d like to be able to say, ‘Yeah I
drank a lot of Coors, but I cared’.”
Writer Paul Loeb lives in Seattle. An Associ
ate Editor of CSQ, his book Nuclear Culture
was just re-released by New Society Pub
lishers. This article is excerpted from Hope
in Hard Times, ®1987 Paul Loeb, printed by
Lexington Books, 125 Spring Street, Lex
ington, MA 02173.
Artist Robert Williamson lives in Seattle.
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RETURN
OF THE
SKUNK
(SEPTEMBER, 1987)
BY M ELISSA LAIRD
ILLUSTRATION

BY

CLAUDIA CAVE

ETER PICKED UP THE RECEIVER AND TRIED DIALING
MARIA’S NUMBER AGAIN. IT WAS AFTER HER LAST
CLASS AND THERE WAS A GOOD CHANCE SHE
WOULD BE BACK IN HER STUDIO. “W E ARE EXPERI
ENCING HEAVY CALLING CONDITIONS. PLEASE TRY
YOUR CALL AGAIN.” THE FAMILIAR VOICE OF THE
COMPUTER. SHOOT. HE JUST WANTED TO SEE HOW
she was—-in her fourth month and all. Was she feeling any kicks yet?
Ever since she left him in that hotel room in Pasco and he stayed, convinced
that the job at the Hanford Health Organization was such a great opportunity,
his life had developed an urgency it never had before—in his work, in his desire
to be with Maria. Her leaving had been sudden, premature; but it was partly his
inertia that had stopped him from going with her. And there was the painting she
had done of him at the Columbia River—a realistic likeness staring him in the
face. Why couldn’t she have stuck to something abstract like everything else
she did?
As she tossed clothes into her suit
case, he picked up the pointing as if there
might be a huge canvas bag conve
niently stashed behind it to carry it in.
“ I’m leaving the painting for you,” she
said. He looked at her, his brows slowly
closing in on his eyes. “ Don’t you under
stand, Peter? This stays here as an im
age for your survival.” She went to the
closet and got the rest of her clothes.
“There you go squinting again.”
She slipped off her bathing suit and
they made love as if they wouldn’t be
together for a long time. After she was on
the bus he considered grabbing his stuff
and driving to Seattle, even beating her
bus there. Part of him had already gone
with her.
Instead he drove back to his hotel and
reported for the new job the following
Monday, prepared to carry on the work of
exploring the link between nuclear power
plants and cancer. Now, after a year of
work at Hanford, he wasn’t sure where
the research would lead him. This was
the first job he had ever had that took him
away from direct patient care. Now he
worked with X rays, slides of blood and
other tissues, tum or registries, and
reams and reams of paper.
Peter tried dialing the number again.
Suddenly the building alarm system
drowned out the phone. “ Attention! At
tention! All personnel to B-10! All person
nel to B-10!”
Great. Another fire drill so the DOE
could claim there was a bona fide evac
uation procedure. He put on his head
phones so he could say he didn’t hear.
“ Repeat! Personnel are instructed not to
exit the building until instructed to do so.”
What the hell? Peter went out into the hall
where people were leaving their offices.
“ Dr. Stewart, do you know what this is
all about?” It was Claudia, a researcher
with his project.
“ I’m in the dark, Claudia. Keith, do you
know what’s going on?” Peter asked the
project manager.
“ There’s been some kind of emissions
test at the N reactor and they want us all
below ground level until they’re sure the

air is radiation-free. Nothing to panic
about.”
“ Right.” Peter went back to his office
and collected a couple of files of case
studies he was working on. No point sit
ting in a basement with nothing to do.
He made his way to the steps along
with the sixty or so people from the build
ing. The basement was jammed with
people—not just office staff from his own
building, but construction people, pipefit
ters, and engineering types from other
parts of the reservation. Someone who
said he was from UNC Nuclear spoke
through a microphone asking people to
calm down, to please stand or sit in one
spot.
At the other end of the basement a
large group of people had clustered to
gether. As Peter got closer he heard a
woman’s voice screaming. “ Don't listen
to ’em! There wasn’t a test at the N reac
tor. The damn thing is on fire and the only
reason we didn’t smell the smoke is the
wind is blowing the other way. I say let’s
get on some face masks and get the hell
out of here!” Somebody shouted there
weren’t any face masks left.
"Doc, is that you?” Jed, the fellow from
a carpentry crew Peter had met in a bar
that first week in the Tri-Cities was behind
him. "D am nit, Doc— it ’s fin a lly hap
pened. All those paranoid fanatics were
right. The N reactor’s up in smoke and
you can bet these mothers are going to
try and keep it quiet as long as they can.”
“ Jed, how close were you?” Peter
asked.
“ Simmons and I were dropping off a
load at a construction site a few miles
away. But there’s so much smoke, it’s
incredible. They wouldn’t let me past
your road right out here—it’s packed with
vehicles, ambulances, everything. Some
cop made me turn around and get to this
basement.”
“ Damn, they’ve already started an
evacuation procedure.”
Suddenly Jed started gritting his teeth.
“ I tried to get Hawkins not to go in today
after all the overtime this weekend. And
the problems they’ve been having. . . . I

tried to get him to call in sick.” Peter gave
him a quizzical look. “ Hawkins, my
housemate.” The emotions began to
surge through Jed’s chest and seemed to
make his whole body shake, jiggling the
ring of keys attached to his overalls,
shaking his beard and pony tail; his eyes
looked hurt and his mouth looked dry and
angry. “ He was in there, Doc—Hawkins
works at the N reactor! How the hell do
you think he got out?”
Peter gulped and, trying not to play the
doctor, put his hand on Jed’s shoulder.
“ I’m sorry about Hawkins, Jed. Let’s just
hope he saw it coming some way and got
out. I wasn’t in the service but now I feel
like I was drafted somewhere along the
line into a war that started at Three Mile
Island— actually way before that. It
started with the atomic bomb, which is
why they have the N reactor making
plutonium.”
“ Yeah, and then there was C her
nobyl,” Jed added.
“ But we failed to take that one as a
warning.”
Jed kicked his boot on the cement
floor, leaving a long black smear. “ Every
body knows the N reactor is graphitecooled— like Chernobyl—with no con
tainment dome.”
“ I— I never should have stayed. Maria
was right— I was crazy to think I could
come here and make some kind of
difference.”
“ Attention! Attention, please!” The fel
low at the mike continued bleating.
“ Please keep the noise level down so we
can provide you with further instruc
tions!” Jed and Peter headed toward the
south entrance.
“ Listen, Peter, holdup, would ya? I just
saw one of my partners from the crew,
Tom Reeves. Hey Reeves!” Tom was a
tall Indian with long braids and a cowboy
hat.
“ Jed! This week-end my uncle told me
the skunks were coming back.”
“ The skunks?” Jed asked.
“ i think I know what he’s talking about,
Jed,” Peter said. Just before Maria left,
she and Peter had talked with a Yakima
Indian woman who told them a lot of local
stories.
“ Great. You tell him, man,” Tom said.
“ I’m trying to feel out this crowd. There’s
somebody directing it.”
“ Damn, you’re right!” Jed and Tom
stood still for a moment and Peter tried to
wait, although people were starting to
bump into him.
“ All medical personnel! Calling all
medical personnel!” The same voice
belted through the mike. “ Report to the
north entrance of B-10. You will be given
a face mask and taken to the Kadlec Hos
pital in Richland. Extra personnel are
needed to participate in today’s emer
gency test of the Hanford N reactor.”
Peter turned around, facing Jed. “ Lis-

“Damnit, Doc—it’s
finally happened. All
those paranoid
fanatics were right.
The N reactor’s up
in smoke and you
can bet these
mothers are going to
try and keep it quiet
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“What right do
you—of all peoplehave to try and
make my job seem
pointless? You’re
skunks—you, your
father, and the
whole greedy land
collecting, car
collecting lot of
you.”

ten, buddy, I guess duty calls.”
“ Don’t forget your duty to yourself,
Doc!” Jed warned.
“ The man gets a face mask—that’s
better than us!” Tom shouted. Jed and
Tom seemed to be jolted toward the south
entrance as the crowd continued speed
ing up. When Peter reached the north
entrance, a policeman checked him for
i.d. and then gave him a face mask, di
recting him to a bus.
It was an ordinary city bus but it had
two cops at the front and one in back.
Keith and some other people from his
project motioned to Peter to sit with them
near the front but Peter pointed toward
the back as if someone he knew were
back there. He found an empty seat way
in the back and waited for the bus to fill
up, trying to breathe deeply to calm down
through the heat and stuffiness of the
mask. Small particles of soot seemed to
adhere to the window. As the bus turned
into a line of vehicles heading east, Peter
could see plumes of black smoke swirl
ing above the cracked gray crusts of des
ert, becoming more and more visible as if
the fire were still spreading.
A research nurse from his building
stood up on the bus and yelled, “Are we
going to the Kadlec Hospital or what?”
“ My assignment is to bring you to
Michael Lawrence, M’am, down at the
Federal Building in Richland,” one of the
police answered.
If this is an evacuation, Peter won
dered, why are people being brought out
by profession? He tried to watch the par
ticles of soot, to see what direction the
wind was taking. Living in Seattle, he
rarely had thought about the direction of
the wind. It meant nothing to him except
when he was on a sailboat. The water
suggested an openness much like the
desert of New Mexico where he grew up.
But this wasn’t desert, or so he told Syl
via Van Wyck the night she came to his
hotel, soon after Maria left for Seattle.
Sylvia was the last person he expected
to see. He had forgotten about her since
the Wainwrights’ party when she had
dragged him onto the dance floor. As he
ope ne d the h o te l room door, she
swooped by him at just the right angle to
expose one of her breasts in the V-neck
tennis shirt.
He folded his arms, and noticing
Maria's picture of him, wondered why he
hadn’t gotten her to do a self-portrait.
Sylvia told him about a garden party her
parents were having at their place next to
the golf course in Kennewick. Couldn’t
he join them? It struck a strange chord
with Peter—a golf course in the middle of
the desert. It’s a ruined desert, he told
her—turned into one enormous police
station that exists outside the law, li
censed by the Defense Department to
make plutonium for weapons, bought
and sold by land dealers like her father.
Sylvia gave him a pouting look, and
when he paused she mentioned that
Paul Crawford, the man who left the job

that Peter got, resigned because the De
partment of Energy wanted to release his
data before all the evidence was in. Peter
stood up, almost shocked that he had let
her in the hotel room in the first place.
“ What right do you—of all people—have
to try and make my job seem pointless? I
heard this Crawford character was in love
with you. You’re skunks—you, your fa
ther, and the whole greedy land-collect
ing, car-collecting lot of you. Good night!”
He accepted the job but told the man
ager that hfter a week of being intro
duced to the project he would have to go
over the mountains to tie up some loose
ends. He spent two weeks with Maria,
living in her cabin. Her summer quaher
was over and she didn’t have to teach.
They swam, sailed, ate clams, and spent
their evenings at the beach next to a fire.
One morning they woke up and Maria
said something had sparked her child
bearing instincts. “ It’s because I’m with
you, Peter. I want you to be the father.”

I he bus arrived in front of the Federal
Building, which appeared to be sur
rounded by cops. As Peter and the others
stepped down from the bus, several re
porters and photographers rushed up to
them and began yelling questions. “ Did
you see the fire? How far is it from here?”
No one was responding.
“ We could see the smoke trailing more
than 10 miles from the N reactor,” Peter
told them. “ The plumes of smoke look to
be about 20 miles from here and seem to
be spreading!” he shouted. A couple of
the reporters asked Peter who he was as
others fired more questions. A thin, gray
haired man moved between Peter and
the reporters. “Thadoctor here has a job
to do!”
“What job? Why have there been 15
ambulances at the emergency entrance
to the Kadlec Hospital in the last hour?”
one reporter persisted.
“ Now listen,” the guy said, facing Pe
ter. “ I’m Drake Wyman. Michael Law
rence asked a few members of the press
to be here but he was more interested in
photos than in interviews. If you don’t
mind, Dr. Uh-?”
“ Stewart— Peter Stewart. Is he right
about the am bulances? How many
deaths have there been? What is the
point of the charades about some kind of
test at the N reactor?” The reporters
yelled questions at Wyman. Some were
asking where Lawrence was, the man
from the DOE who kept authorizing the
restart of the N reactor. Peter recognized
Dolores Ross from his building who
came up next to him, asking him what the
hell they were doing in this predicament.
He took her hand for a minute and told
her they were both suckers for the medi-

cal profession. Its just incredible how
I’ve gone along with this project without
really thinking about it!”
As he turned around, they were hit by a
swarm of flashbulbs, and Dolores said,
“ My God, Peter, we’re going to be in the
newspaper!”

, ;

I he bus passed the emergency en
trance to the hospital which was thick
with lines of ambulances and cars. Peo
ple were crowding at the doors. The front
entrance was nearly as congested with
other busloads of people getting out.
Drake Wyman hastily directed the group
to a side door which he unlocked, taking
them up two flights of stairs to a small
panel room. A group of 10 medical peo
ple sat around the table with about 20
others crowded together against the wall.
A fellow in a white coat was asking for
volunteers.
“ We’re really grateful for all the help.
We’re doubling our staff in Medicine,
Trauma, and General Surgery, and the
Emergency staff will take anyone they
can get. We’ve ordered cot's from the
nearest hotels, which right now are
spread out in the front end of the caf
eteria and two in each double room,” the
fellow added.
“ What about the food?” someone
asked. “ If the air is contaminated, the
food can’t be any good.”
“ Yes, we’ll be making announcements
as soon as we know.”
“ What are people doing in the mean
time? People shouldn't be allowed to
drink anything but bottled water. And the
f o o d . . . . ” Several people nodded
agreement.
“We just didn’t want to panic.” Peter
heard a woman behind him say the man
in charge was a hospital administrator.
“We’re going to advise people to drink
only bottled water or soda pop. The only
food allowed for use by hospital food ser
vice will be canned or frozen. And we will
have extra staff— security guards, in
some cases—to help carry this out.
“What about mortality?” Peter asked.
“ Have any people died from the accident
yet?”
“ I’m sorry, I wouldn’t have that informa
tion. Now, in order to keep more of them
alive, let’s keep getting organized.” Ap-
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parently someone from the DOE has al
ready given the hospital directions, Peter
thought.
Peter was assigned to Medicine and
headed toward the elevator. He remem
bered some of the medical wards from
his last visit to the hospital, but he had
never seen the emergency room. He fol
lowed the signs and passed the cafeteria
full of people watching TV and shouting
above the din. A woman in the back was
preaching about the apocalypse as oth
ers shouted argum ents back at her.
Signs were on the exit doors saying peo
ple should not exit without face masks. A
small sign said that face masks and other
supplies including bottled water were on
order.
He caught a couple of news stories on
the TV set, and then a story by a reporter
standing outside the Federal Building in
Richland.
“ DOE officials in Richland today
have announced a test at Hanford’s
N reactor. Reporters were told the
tests involved measuring the ca
pabilities of certain coolant mecha
nisms within the reactor. Since the
experiments put off considerable
smoke, the press was not allowed
into the reservation itself. Hanford
em ployees outside the Federal
Building stated that a large fire was
spreading from the N reactor, about
35 miles from Richland. We spoke
with Mr. Drake Wyman of the Energy
Department. ‘Mr. Wyman, will this
test have an effect on the public at
large?’ ”
“The tests using some fire at the N
reactor today will have a negligible
effect on the public. Ambulances
were sim ply transporting people
who are participating in medical
research.”
Viewers in the cafeteria threw in their own
jeers and hollers.
The emergency room was also full of
people with several nurses at the front
nursing station. Peter turned toward the
clinic door and one of the nurses came
out and asked to see his badge. He
fished it out of his pocket. “ That’s Medi
cine, D octor— not Em ergency. And
please, wear your badge.”
“ Now I really feel I’ve been drafted,” he
muttered.
“ Speak up, please, Doctor.”
“Would you mind telling me how many
people have died from burns or seizures
today?” Peter asked.
“We don’t know, Doctor. We refer them
out to Burn, Trauma, Oncology, you name

it.”
“ Well maybe you could tell me how
many victims of radiation sickness have
been admitted so far?”
“ Forty-seven, just here in the Emer
gency Room. And then there’s Admitting.
They took a lot of ambulances to Ken
newick General and the Pasco Hospital
also. I would make a rough guess of
around 80 per hospital.”
“ I see. And what kind of risk do you
think we’re in?”
The nurse had a regal elderly look and
pronounced her words carefully. “ Well,
we don’t know that yet, Doctor. We’re tell
ing people to stay inside—and hope that
they can get more water in here—and
drugs, morphine especially— beds, and
blood products.”
Then almost under her breath, she
said, “ Don’t say anything, Doctor, but it’s
a living catastrophe. We just have to go
on with it, that’s all, and try to help as
many people as we can.” She raised her
voice suddenly and glanced out at the
crowd in the waiting area. “ Like Hippoc
rates said, you gotta keep a stiff upper
lip!”
“ And with an English accent, too!” Pe
ter told her. He peered into an exam
room. Six pregnant women sat inside.
“We’ve had to start batching patients
since we can’t treat them one at a time,"
she explained. No doubt these women
would be evaluated for the degree of con
tamination to the fetuses. He didn’t envy
the doctor who would have to advise
them. Though he had the nerve to feel
self pity, he was grateful Maria wasn’t
with him. These women weren’t so lucky.
Of course, he had no way of knowing
whether the mountains would protect
Seattle from the contaminated air. A ra
dioactive cloud could travel anywhere—
depending on the wind.
“ Say, did you have a guy come through
here from the N reactor by the name of
Hawkins, Ken Hawkins?”
She checked a book at the front desk.
“ Sorry—he isn’t here. Try Admitting.”
Peter hurried out of the Emergency
room and passed the cafeteria where pa
tients were stretched out on cots jammed
into every corner of the room. Many of
them looked asleep or sedated, and most
were bandaged. When he got to Admit
ting there was such a crowd he couldn’t
stop to ask about Hawkins.
T h e ward Peter was assigned to had
beds in the small lobby and the hall. He
walked into a room with two regular beds
and two cots. One fellow on a cot had no
hair, a lot of peeling skin, and his eyes
seemed to be bulging. He had i.v.’s
through his neck, chest, and wrists. The
man was extremely thin and pale, and
with nearly all the veins in his face show
ing. He seemed to have lost a great deal
of blood. As Peter moved to examine him,

the man pointed a thin white finger into
the air.
“ You want to know how the plant
caught fire, Doc? The fuel cladding
melted. I’m an engineer at the N reactor. I
kept telling them the fuel melting tem
perature of the N is lower than at Cher
nobyl. And they wouldn’t listen to me tell
them to shut it down. I don’t know if it
melted down to the plutonium or not, but
it released a hell of a lot of iodine-131,
cesium-137, and strontium-90.” The fel
low dropped his hand onto the bed
abruptly. “Whatever you can catch from
the stuff, I got it—from inhaling the
smoke and standing too damn close to
the fire.” Peter began to study the man’s
chart.
“ Like I said, Jake, hindsight is always
20-20,” said one of his roommates, also
suffering from acute radiation sickness.
“ You say all that now but I notice you
didn’t quit your job when they wouldn’t
follow your advice.”
The engineer raised his head onto his
hand, his elbow bent on the pillow. “ It
wouldn’t have done any damn good.
They were going full speed ahead to
make more plutonium for bombs. That
plant isn’t even licensed by the NRC.”
His elbow slid off the pillow and his head
dropped back down. “ Oh w hat’s the
point?”
“ It doesn’t have to be licensed—it’s the
w a r d e p a r tm e n t,” th e ro o m m a te
persisted.
“ Let him rest, Jackson,” the other
roommate said.
Peter remembered the people he saw
on the cafeteria cots, bandaged un
doubtedly because they had large por
tions of peeling skin from radiation
burns. It was obvious there would be
many people in need of bone marrow
transplants.
A nurse appeared and asked Peter to
go visit another wing where a group of
women with similar complications were
grouped together. Most of these women
had internal problems— perhaps ulcers
or intestinal bleeding. A woman who
looked extremely sedated stared at him.
“ Did you hear the radio, Doctor? They
just lost a $900 million wheat crop this
year in Washington state ‘cause of radia
tion. Can you beat that? They don’t know
if this planet is fit to live on anymore, but
they’ve already calculated how much the
state lost in its wheat crop! They said all
the fru its — apples, melons, grapes—
they’re all ruined. My cousin has a vine
yard up around Yakima. They said the
grapes are all contaminated so the wine
won’t be any good for years to come.
Listen, Doc, the nurse hasn’t been
through here in quite awhile and I’m in
serious need of a bedpan.” Peter found
one in the cupboard next to the bed and
supported her light body as she urinated.
Two other cots were wheeled in fol
lowed by a young doctor who was pre
scribing some medication. “ Dr. Stewart?

“The streets of
Spokane are quiet
today as the State
Department of
Social and Health
Services has
advised all families
with children to
evacuate the city
due to high
concentrations of
radioactive dust

j

blowing from
Hanford’s N reactor
through Spokane,’^
___________

Clinton St. Quarterly

17

Yes, I’m sorry about the shortage of nurs
ing staff on the floor. . . . ”
“ Think nothing of it. Say, what arrange
ments will be made for those patients
who survive the initial trauma?”
“We’re going to try and transfer some
of the patients. Uh, we’re trying to evalu
ate that now—who will go, I mean—to the
centers that specialize in transplants—
Seattle, L.A., maybe Minneapolis.”
“Yes, I see. Well, I’ve worked with the
transplant team in Seattle and I could be
of some help, I think, working with some
of the patients who are sent there.”
“ Yes, Doctor, well, we’d all like to be
transferred out of here,” he said dryly.
Peter moved from patient to patient,
from one set of medicated eyes to an
other, among those who seemed to be
somewhere else. He worked most of the
night, almost hypnotized by the urgency
of seeing how long these people might be
kept alive; the ward had become a clear
inghouse to decide who would get treat
ment and who was hopeless, a purgatory
with no one really in charge.

He kept running,
thirsty, hungry,
almost afraid to
breathe deeply
enough to keep on
running. Why had he
stayed at Hanford so
long? Why had he
believed ail the
government
assurances,
jeopardized his own

f a a r ly the next morning he caught a
brief nap in the staff room which had
been converted to a supply room for ex
tra medicines and bandages. As he
crossed back through the ward, several
people crowded around the TV, shouting
as the reporter declared:
“ On the Tri-Cities evacuation, heavy
traffic is moving west across Snoqualamie Pass and Stephens Pass
due to the primary easterly direction
of wind patterns. Drivers are advised
to choose other routes due to possi
ble changes in the wind. Travellers
are experiencing extended delays at
the Canadian border.
“ The streets of Spokane are quiet
today as the State Department of
Social and Health Services has ad
vised all families with children to
evacuate the city due to high con
centrations of radioactive dust blow
ing from H a n fo rd 's N re a c to r
through Spokane.”
He decided to take a walk outside.
Outside the hospital, a world he had
forgotten while he was working, things
had reached a state of panic. If he had
just arrived from another planet, he
would be convinced that the creatures
inhabiting the country were cars, and the
smaller beings climbing in and out of
them were either what the cars ate or the
providers of some service.
There were vestiges of lanes of traffic,
but so many abandoned cars that the
moving vehicles wove back and forth like
a game of bumper cars. There was
directing traffic at the intersection, horns

life and possibly the
life of his future
child?

honking, people abandoning their cars,
still unsure whether walking or riding
would get them out of Richland faster.
People wore all sizes and shapes of face
masks, including ski masks, scuba
equipment, and a beekeeping helmet
with a nylon stocking tied around it. A
large billboard at the corner read “ Can
cer Insurance—Call Carl, 729-3301. Let
us give you a free quote.”
Peter walked down Stevens to see if he
could figure out which way most of the
traffic was headed. He came to a grocery
store th a t advertised “ W ashington
Wine— Last Day for Regular Prices'.” He
had a vision of a loaf of French bread and
cheese and realized he hadn’t eaten
since the day before. Inside, people were
lined up in rows that stretched down the
aisles and into the bakery and meat sec
tions with baskets full of canned and
frozen food and wine. Why should he
stand in line for an hour to buy a snack?
These people were thinking about the
next six months.
He ran out of the store, trying to find a
pathway in the chaos of the parking lot.
He wondered about the Yakima woman
who told the stories. Was she stuck in
some traffic jam? When she talked about
the prophet Smohalla, she said, “ If the
Indian let himself be taken over by the
white man, he would see the day when
men’s flesh would peel off in handfuls."
She nodded significantly and added,
“The value of prophecy is that it can be
taken as a warning.”
He began to run, to jog very slowly—
still wearing his face mask. When he had
lived in Seattle, he jogged religiously at
least three miles a day. It was a way he
had been able to wake himself up after
little sleep. In the year that he had been at
Hanford, he only ran occasionally—just
to see if he remembered how. He tried
running slowly, taking in very shallow
breaths, moving rhythmically, trying to
avoid cars and people, stretching his
legs— holding the mask in place. The
first gas station he ran past had a long
line-up of cars at each pump—filling
tanks and gas cans—for $1.90 a gallon.
He kept jogging just above a walk, mov
ing faster than any traffic. An old man
stood on a corner with a laundry bag and
a sigh next to him that said, “ Let me de
contaminate your money with my special
bag.”
He kept running, thirsty, hungry, won
dering how long he could run without tir
ing out, almost afraid to breathe deeply
enough to keep on running. Why had he
stayed at Hanford so long? Why had he
believed all the government assurances,
jeopardized his own life and possibly the
life of his future child?
He was tempted to keep on ru n n in g past the rows and rows of vehicles—to
see if he could make it to the Hanford
parking lot where he’d left his car. Then
what would he do—join the masses of
people stuck on the freeway? Would he
really be better off?
He headed toward the hospital through
the maze of honking horns and people
shouting at each other. A baby shrieked
while a mother kept offering a pacifier.
He spent the afternoon and evening
with patients who had complications sim
ilar to the ones from the day before; now
some of them were Tri-Cities residents

rather than Hanford workers. After mid
night, a woman who was bleeding inter
nally told him to go home to get some
sleep. As he walked back through the
lobby, the news continued:
“ The State Department of Fisheries
has confirmed reports of the total
mortality of all Columbia River fish
downstream of the N reactor. More
on this as state officials continue to
study radiation concentration levels
of the water. Stay tuned for reports of
secondary wind currents going west
along the Columbia River gorge.
“ A c c o rd in g to o u r m e d ic a l
so u rce s, over 3 00,000 c a n c e r
deaths have been estimated to re
sult from the' Chernobyl explosion
over the next 70 years due primarily
to food contamination and water.
These sources indicate the N reac
tor fire appears to be even worse.”
Peter’s mouth tasted sour; his teeth felt
like they were coated with wet velvet. He
walked down to the cafeteria and found a
vending (machine that had soda pop left
in it. Slowly he sipped some Seven-Up,
resting his head against the back of a
bench next to the vending machine. It
kept pulsating through his brain, half
awake, half asleep: “ He would see the
day when men’s flesh would peel off in
handfuls. . . . ”

“D

i ^ o c ! Doc! Are you okay?” Peter
was jolted suddenly from a sound sleep.
In front of him was the imposing pres
ence of Jed. It was five in the morning
and he had been asleep almost two
hours. “The clouds have spread to Illinois
now, Doc, and secondary wind plumes to
Canada. I’m heading out. You can ride in
my van if you want—get out while you
can.”
“Thanks, Jed. I’ll have to wait ‘cause
there’s too many sick people who need
help and I’m in it now. How come you’re
still here?”
“ Hawkins died this morning, man, at
4:00. I decided,to wait it out with him. I
wasn’t ready for this— no way. It's a rough
thing to sit through somebody slowly
dying on you, to be the last person a guy
talks to fellin’ ya you should get to some
place else and try to make something of
your life.” Jed stroked his beard and
smoothed back his hair, his bloodshot
eyes brimming with tears. “ I’m just glad I
found him. At least he had a friend in the
end. Do you want some coffee or some
thing?” His voice was creeping into a
higher register. He paused and took a
deep breath, his voice dropping. “ You
look almost as bad as I do. They got some
coffee up in the cafeteria and supposedly
some more bottled water.”
Peter and Jed lined up for coffee. Pe
ter’s neck was stiff and his head ached.
He rotated his head, slowly massaging
his neck, breathing in the stale air. Hekept wanting to ask if there was oxygen
that could be blown in.
“ Remember Reeves talking about
skunks? What the heck was that about?”
“ It’s a Yakima story. A bunch of animals
were using the skunk’s musk sack for a
football. He got angry and took it back
and sprayed the roots people ate to make
them bitter. Now they say the skunk rep-
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resents the atom ic bomb. He went
around blasting people so he had to be
neutralized.
“ I guess Reeves is saying the skunk
has come back contaminating every
thing again. Well, Peter, they say the ra
dioactive winds haven’t reached Seattle
yet. But I wouldn’t count on it. What about
the groundwater? Once that’s contami
nated, you can w rite off the whole
region.”
“ I know what you mean. Have you de
cided where to go?”
“ I don’t know, but I’ve got relatives
down in San Diego. Headin’ there and
then south— C entral Am erica, South
America, who knows? Some country that
doesn’t have so many of those dang
plants. Had enough radiation for one life
time. Keep a cool head, Doc—you de
serve it!”
As Peter got back to the ward, the local
TV reporter droned:
“ In agricultural news today, milk in
Ann Arbor, Michigan has been taken
off the markets due to detection of
unacceptable levels of radioactive
iodine-131. Farmers in Napa Valley,
California have discarded crops of
summer vegetables containing high
levels of cesium-137. People in Cin
cinnati, Ohio have been advised to
day not to conceive babies for sev
eral weeks due to potential health
risks to the unborn.”
He wanted Maria and their child to be
all right. He felt that Seattle was no
longer safe, certainly not from long-term
effects. But where would they go? No one
could predict where the long-term effects
would be the worst.

D
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the fifth day he began to lose
sense of how many days had passed.
Each day was an eternity involving deci
sions about people’s lives. He had never
confronted so many hopeless cases at
once. When he wrote in the patients’
charts, he made treatment recommenda
tions and kept asking for transfers for
patients. Other doctors had managed to
get home to rest. Most of them had put in
requests for transfer as he had, but his
chances of being transferred should be
better. He had worked with Dr. Cheng
who was in charge of the Marrow Trans
plant Team in Seattle. But so far only a
dozen patients had been transferred and
none of the doctors.
He had never doubted his commitment
to the medical profession. But he was no
martyr. He decided to try and make it
home. He hadn’t taken a break and oth
ers told him he should. He left his phone
number at the ward desk and told the
nurse he was going to try and get some
sleep.
This time there was no traffic. Papers
and garbage flew around the curbs in
circles. The door of a phone booth flap
ped loosely in the wind. He had often
noticed the heavy winds around Hanford.
The Yakimas had said that Hanford was
the home of battle between the north
wind and the south wind. Now there were
almost no signs of dust on the ground.
But the air was radioactive—how radio
active he didn’t know. He began to jog

past the closed stores, the streetlights,
telephone poles, neon signs—all mean
ingless now. A police car drove in the
other direction a block away.
He felt himself begin to hit his stride,
building up his pulse, sending the oxy
gen to his blood, through his body, filling
all his blood vessels, his brain, flushing
his face, warming his head. He had deliv
ered many babies when he was in family
practice—always checking for the heart
beat through the mother’s stomach and
feeling the pulsebeat mounting. Some he
delivered in people’s homes. The labors
were all different. But the force in the
infants was the same. When the babies
came through, he felt the determination,
the first breaths out in the world, the
agelessness of a newborn.
He had given that all up for research,
for the evenness of 9-to-5, the regular
nights of sleep. And look where it had
taken him—studying the worst kind of
industrial illnesses he could imagine,
and doing it so close to the situation that
he increased his own chances of cancer
tremendously. What was he trying to
do—commit suicide? Here he was on the
other side of the mountains from Maria
when he could be sharing the preg
nancy—and helping her protect the baby
as much as possible. He was looking for
ward to delivering their child.
Every time he talked with Maria on the
phone, he realized she was the one with
the courage—waiting for him instead of
escaping to someplace possibly safer.
Who was he kidding? The more he was
o utside, the more he realized how
changeable the winds were.
When he got to his apartment building,
it appeared to be totally empty. The
shades of the manager’s apartment were
pulled. Peter’s refrigerator was filled with
leftovers that had gone stale. He had
eaten so little at the hospital that his
whole body felt weak and his stomach felt
queasy. He heated up some canned soup
and drank some tonic water. As he re
laxed on the couch in front of the TV there
was more news.
“ A Portland grain distributor has re
jected all grains from Washington,
Oregon, Northern California, Idaho,
and Montana. The Soviets have can
celled all American grain orders and
future purchases due to high radia
tion concentrations in U.S. grain.
President Reagan has authorized a
task force to study the impact of the
Hanford incident on U.S. grains
nationwide.
“ In other news, farmers in New
England are harvesting vegetable
crops early in anticipation of radio
active dust clouds moving farther
east, and farmers in parts of West
Germany and Scandinavia are con
sidering measures to harvest food
e a rly -to avoid to ta l e c o n o m ic
disaster.”
The next thing he heard was the tele
phone. Groggily, he picked it up, check
ing his watch to find he had slept almost
four hours. “ Hello?”
“ Dr. Stewart, this is Ruth Collins in In
ternal Medicine. Dr. Cheng from the Mar
row Transplant Team in Seattle is coordi
nating our first group of doctors to be
transferred and I’m happy to tell you that
you’re one of them. We’ll be sending out

DENTISTRY

three doctors tonight.”
“And how many patients?”
“ We’ll be starting with twelve.”
“A drop in the bucket, don’t you think,
Dr. Collins?”
“ Well, we’re working on it, Doctor.
Would you like to ride in a hospital van?”
“At least as far as my car. If I could get a
ride there and maybe some gas, I should
be all right.”
“ I’ll do my best, Doctor. And thank you
for all of your help. You’ve been tremen
dous. We’ll have the van at your building
by 6:00 tonight.”
He packed a few things along with
Maria’s painting. As he waited outside
the building, he noticed the shade in the
manager’s apartment was pulled up. Old
Mrs. Jeffries, the manager, sat in front of
the television with an embroidery hoop in
her hand. A stay-put, basically locked in
her apartment. How long could she last?
He rapped loudly on her door. “ Mrs.
Jeffries?”
She opened the door a couple of
inches. “ Come in, quickly.”
“ I’m driving to Seattle, Don’t you want
to come with me? You’re just going to die
here.”
“ Well I’ve always known that son,” she
said with her wrinkled smile. Her face
looked more serene than he had remem
bered it. “ I’m staying. But you go ahead
now.”
“ Mrs. Jeffries, hold on a second.” He
w ent u p sta irs and co lle c te d all his
canned goods, canisters of beans and
rice, and the frozen dinners, put them in
bags and took them down to her. “ I wish I
had more bottled water.”
“ Don’t worry, I’ll be all right.” Then she
winked. “ I’ve got the whole building if I
need it.”

An old man stood on
a corner with a
laundry bag and a
sign next to him that
said, “Let me de
contaminate your
money with my
special bag.”

L a t e r on that night as he approached
White Pass, he saw Mt. Rainier com
pletely covered with snow, cloaked with a
mist as if it were floating above the fog,
above the earth. He pulled over to a view
point and got out of the car. Here he could
study the mountain for paths to the sum
mit, special rows of timber that might out
line a skier’s route, anything that might
give him a second to forget what day this
was, what year, what had happened, and
that there was no turning back.
As he passed the mountain and the
highway began to slope downhill, he en
tered into an envelope of mist and moist
greenness, surrounded on each side by
tall cool stands of pine, fir, and cedar,
such a contrast to the desert that he felt a
sudden illusion of protection. All he knew
was that he was cprning back in what felt
like one piece. He opened the right front
window to let in a bit of cross-ventilation.
As he drove west, there was an odd odor
on the highway—the lingering scent of a
skunk shooting its spray at some un
suspecting bystander.
Writer Melissa Laird lives in Seattle. Her
award-winning story “ Radiation on the
Rocks,” which appeared in the Winter, 1984
CSQ, examined the proposed nuclear
waste repository at Hanford. She is cur
rently working on a novel about Hanford
called North Wind, South Wind.
Artist Claudia Cave lives in Salem, Oregon.

APPLE & APPLE BLENDS
NUT NECTAR SMOOTHIE
CARROT & CARROT BLENDS
HONEY LEMONADE ORANGE

for adults and children

Clarice Johnston, DMD
• Treatment explained and discussed
• Evenings and Saturdays
• Flexible payment plans
• Nitrous oxide available
• New patients welcome

AVAILABLE
I N PORTLAND AT THESE
QHALITY FOOD STORES

Inner City Hot Springs
Natures Corbett & Fre mont
Food Front Cooperative
Montgomery Market
Peeples Coop
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The
Coffee Merchant
♦

The finest imported coffee
beans, teas, chocolates, and
beverage brewing accessories.
♦
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THE BROADWAY COFFEE MERCHANT
1637 N.E. Broadway • 284-9209
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THE HAWTHORNE COFFEE MERCHANT
3562 S.E. Hawthorne • 230-1222

" In search of our mother's gardens
we find our own."
Alice Walker

A Woman's Place
Feminist bookstore and more
• BOOKS
• RECORDS & TAPES
• CARDS

• ART
• JEWELRY
• STONEWARE

Free mail order catalog available
1431 NE Broadway
Portland, Oregon 97232
(503) 284-1110

B rid g e to w n R e a lty
2305 N.E. BROADWAY
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/JANTZEN BEACH CENTER • 283-2203
/DOWNTOWN • SW 10TH & MORRISON • 241-7200
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Redken • Rajoc
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SERVICE
(Perm, coloring,
h air cutting, styling,
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S EAT T HROUGH C HINA

B y John Boylan

oing hard seat on a Chinese train is some of the
most difficult travelling in the world," he told me. "It's pain
ful, it's claustrophobic, frustrating and generally wonderful."
He was a veteran traveler, four years on the road; I had
traveled, but only in the United States and Europe. I was a
newcomer to Asia.
We were drinking glasses of lemonade, lounging in the sun
at the rooftop cafe atop the YMCA in Kowloon. Victoria
Harbor spread out below, with its shifting fleet of freighters
and yachts, junks and hovercraft. A flotilla of U.S. warships
lay at anchor near Wanchai. The thousand towers of Hong
Kong island stood gleaming in the sun.
“You’ve been to Manhattan?” he con
tinued. “ Right? You’ve been on the Atrain at five o’clock, uptown. Wall-to-wall
people. Imagine that for forty hours.”
“ Can you get a seat?”
“ Maybe. Look. Picture a train car, with
maybe fifty high-backed benches, set up
back-to-back, like booths at a restaurant.
They’re covered with green plastic and
cushions of a quarter inch of foam. Up
above the b e n ch e s are big racks,
crammed full of stuff—sacks, boxes,
bags of food— not an inch to spare.
“ Now fill the seats with people, three or
four to a bench. Put more people in the
aisles, filling the aisles, people standing,
crouching, sitting on newspapers on the
floor. When night comes, put in a few
more, stretched out asleep beneath the
benches. Throw in any num ber of
screaming infants, and keep in mind that
smoking is very popular in China, and
that spitting in public is socially permissi
ble in China. And that most people on the
train will stare at you, and that nobody on
the train will speak your language. It’s
intense. I think you’ll love it.”

awoke at about five in the morning,
my head on my arms across my knees. A

man sat on the floor, his face inches from
mine. He snored softly. His hair was crop
ped close to his tanned and weathered
head, and the breast pocket of his khaki
jacket was stuffed with pens and smok
ing pipes. I sat up, and pain shot up the
back of my neck. I looked at my watch.
Five-twenty. A gray tw ilight barely re
vealed the farms rushing by outside.
The old woman on the bench facing
mine was awake and watching me. She
was stout and strong and dressed in
black wool pants and a gray jacket. Her
smooth silver hair was parted in the mid
dle, pulled back with pins, and chopped
straight at her neck. Her face was tough
and cracked, like the leather of an old
wallet. With her high cheekbones and
small eyes, she could have been an
Oglala Sioux. She pulled a green orange
from her pocket and held it out to me.
I politely refused. She continued to
hold it out. Finally, I took it and said "Xie
xie.” Shay shay, thanks. She smiled. The
fruit inside was sweet and juicy, perfect
for a parched throat first thing in the
morning.
I was on the train from Guangzhou, or
Canton, to Beijing; thirty-six hours in
hard seat, the Chinese euphemism for
third class. It was as my friend had told
me. The car was packed with people,

Illustration by Jimmy Jet

most dressed in the standard issue blue
or gray or khaki work clothes of China. It
was like a troop train out of a World War II
movie.
People began to stir. The overhead fluorescents, which had been dimmed at
midnight, cut off completely. An orange
sun began to rise over the low hills to the
east, sending shafts of light in through
green curtains. People dashed to the
small sink in the corridor at the end of the
car; it soon ran out of water. Others
washed with facecloths that they had
hung up on cords stretched across the
windows.
The loudspeaker came to life with a
woman’s voice, then some Chinese mu
sic, then a Strauss waltz, then an elevator
music version of the theme from Alfie.
A young woman of perhaps eighteen
came down the aisle. She was small and
slight, and wore a blue trainworker’s uni
form and a blue beret adorned by a red
star. Long braids hung down her back.

I wasn't hungry; I ignored the cart of
hard-boiled eggs that came through.
Several from our car headed toward the
dining car, but I decided against break
fast, figuring it would be porridge and soy
milk, for me not the most appealing vi
sion, first thing in the morning.
The loudspeaker played a few recog
nizable themes from movies, and then
some Chinese orchestral music. I recog
nized a bit from Spring Warms the Water
Village.

pulled out my notebook and wrote
for awhile, and when I looked up, seven
or so pairs of eyes were watching me. I
looked at them and nobody looked away,
as I had expected them to. I looked at
them for a couple of minutes, and they
looked at me. Then a very skinny man,
about fifty, smiled and pointed to my left
hand. I’m left-handed; I held it up, and
waved the pen back and forth. Everyone

W h e n I looked up, seven or so pairs of eyes were
watching me. I looked at them and nobody looked away,
as I had expected them to. Then a very skinny man, about
fifty, smiled and pointed to my left hand. I'm left-handed; I
held it up, and waved the pen back and forth. Everyone
laughed.
She carried a tremendous, several-gal
lon tea kettle, and stepping gingerly over
those on the floor, she poured out scald
ing water into outstretched cups that
came at her from every corner.
A little later, a man came down the aisle
with a push broom. He made everyone
stand as he swept beneath the benches,
picking up orange peels, cigarette butts,
bits of paper. Hard on his heels came a
guy with a mop, making a valiant effort to
tackle the accumulated mixture of spittle,
spilled tea, and grains of rice from last
night’s box dinner that coated the floor.

laughed. A young woman, more brazen
now, pointed at my shoes, heavy size thir
teen hiking boots; no doubt the largest
shoes on the train, by far. We all smiled
again, and I went back to my notes.
We stopped briefly at three or four
small stations, and then at the next there
was a mass stampede from the train. I
looked out of the window and then
quickly joined the rush. Across a wide
platform stood a sleepy blue stucco sta
tion building, and beside the station were
long sinks, almost like big troughs, and
rows of faucets overhead. Spongebath
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row paths, miniature tractor-trucks sped
along occasional roads, and water buf
falo grazed in the fields. I walked up a few
cars, carefully making my way past card
games, intense conversations I couldn’t
fathom at all, and people snoozing,
heads nodding to the rhythm of the train.
A young man with hair that stuck out from
his head in tufts tried to speak with me in
English, but he knew barely more English
than I knew Chinese. Eventually, he gave
up, and put two small bananas in my
hand. I thanked him and went back to my
seat, my section of bench.

time. I scrubbed, shaved, brushed my
teeth, and doused my hair. Standing
there in the morning sun, I felt exquisite.
From the high spirits of my companions, I
gathered I wasn’t alone. I bought a bag of
oranges at a cart and reboarded.
The day wore on, and the lush plains ot
southern China rolled by. In contrast to
the dese rte d co rn fie ld s of Iowa or
Nebraska, these fields were crowded,
like the towns in a Richard Scarry picture
book, where a hundred characters are
doing a hundred different things. Here
were terraced gardens and rice paddies,
orchards climbing hillsides, little brick
yards and stands of bamboo, all criss
crossed with paths and ponds and irriga
tion streams, and all filled with people,
pushing barrows, picking vegetables,
carrying water or bags of grain, stooping
in the rice paddies, washing clothes in
the streams. Bicycles negotiated the nar-

.B e s i d e the station were long sinks, almost like big
troughs, and rows of faucets overhead. Spongebath time. I
scrubbed, shaved, brushed my teeth, and doused my hair.
Standing there in the morning sun, I felt exquisite.

Writer John Boylan lives in Seattle. This is
his first story in CSQ.
Artist Jimmy Jet lives in Seattle. He is rep
resented by Traver Sutton Gallery.
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DEPTH P S Y C H O L O G Y
INCORPORATING DEPTH TRADITIONS WITH THE PRACTICE
OF COUNSELING PSYCHOLOGY
The Human Relations Institute's program in counseling psychology strives
to reaffiliate psychology with the humanities
In a unique approach to the study of psychotherapy, the program is
designed around an interdisciplinary curriculum that includes, in a d d i
tion to training In individual and family psychotherapy, the study of
depth psychological traditions, art and mythology

MONTHLY WEEKEND COURSES
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Leonard, Marion Woodman and Robert Stem
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Discover Glass!
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Third Annual Fall Glass Preview
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Spanish Tapas Bar
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Friday 4 pm - 7 pm
Little dishes of savory seafood, pastries,
marinated and roasted et cetera

Portland’s Best Take-away Foods
Salads • Entrees • Pastries

Intelligent Wine Selection
Fall Hours
9 am - 11 pm Thursday-Saturday
10 am - 5 pm Sunday • 9 am - 7 pm Monday-Wednesday

Everett Street Market *2310 N W Everett, Portland *223-2121

Oct. 2 - June 11
M oonlight Dinner Cruise

The Sternwheeler's exciting
P o rtla n d season combines
enchanting tum -of-the-century
atm osphere w ith an array o f
spe cia lly designed cruises. For
pure fun. adventure, and river
^ • n ie C o lu m b ia G orge”

P A S T R IE S • L U N C H • L IG H T D IN N E R S

PARA HAYDN

Thursday - Saturday *26.00
Lunchtime Escape

Fridays *15.00 or *9.00 without meal
H arb o r Tour Brunches

Saturdays - Sundays *18.00
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RESERVATIONS REQUIRED

'

S te rn w h e e le r . . . FO K M EMORIES THAT ASK TO B E SH AR ED !

5829 S.E MILWAUKIE • 232-9440 • CLOSED S UN-M O N
701 N.W. 23rd • 228-7317 • CLOSED SUN

Columbia Gorge Season

Still in full
swing. Daily excursions. Sunset Dinner Cruises and Saturday and Sun
day Brunches out of Cascade Locks until September 28.

The Columbia Gorge
.
Sternwheeler
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(503) 223-3928
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& homemade ’

rts

33 N W 23rd Pl
223-0287
M on-Fri 7:30-7:00
Sat 7:30-4:00

FOOTHILL

Famous scents recreated at a traction ot their designer-label price. Available in
special gift sets, or separately as perfume, luxurious bubble bath, bath oil or
moisturizer. '4 oz. perfume $5. 4 oz. mist cologne $9.

escentid
727 NW 21st Avenue
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248-974*

CUSTOM JEWELRY

Show casing Jew e lry
by a w a rd -w in n in g
* z-'

.

*

YOGA

Daily ongoing yoga classes

;on Square
•3

ADVERTISE IN
CSQ
FILM SCHEDULE

COLUMBIA RIVER
BREWERY

Sunday Films

1313 N.W. MARSHALL
24L7179

8:30 PM

10/5
10 12
10/19
10 26
112
11 9
11 16
1123
11/30

PUB HOURS
TUES-THURS 4-10 PM
FRI 4-11 PM
SAT 12-11 PM
SUN 12-6 PM

Used Cars
They Might Be Giants
Vertigo
The Wild One
Creature from the
Blaek Lagoon
Risky Business
A Soldier’s Story
The Last Picture Show
Star Man

The finest
seafood
available.
Special
orders
gladly
taken.

10:30-6:30
Tuesday-Saturday

Hamburgers featured
on Sundays
Light Meals Evenings

LIMITED EDITION 10"
$4.29 w ith th is ad

TH E OOZE
REC0 R0 5

2601 Northwest Vaughn Street
Portland, Oregon 97210
223-3302

"Come Here Uy Love"

Available from

Bistro Menu on Deck

.

Cask Conditioned Ale is:

MURPHY’S
SEAFOOD

z

2108 N.W. Glisan
Portland, Oregon 97210
227-7800

W. B u rn sid e a t 22nd
1 1am -7pm m o n -s a t
noon-5pm sun
te l. 2 2 6 -0 2 4 9
o f f e r e x p ire s 1 0 /1 5

“brewed from traditional
ingredients (malted barley, hops,
pure water, & yeast), matured by
secondary fermentation in the
container from which it is
dispensed, & served without the
use o f extraneous carbon dioxide.

Visit the Source:
W e are one o f only 2 Pubs in
America serving true cask
conditioned ale. Brewed on the
premises by Oregon’s original
microbrewery.

Distributed by United Beer Dist. Co.
(503) 232-1178
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Get fresh;

>

feature's has opened a new store in Beaverton!
Thank you for helping us grow!

r
s
PARK AVENUE RECORDS

Fremont Store

B eaverton Store

Corbett Store

3449 N.E. 24th
Open 7 days a week
9a.ni.-8p.m.

4000 S.W. 117th
Open 7 days a week
9a.m.-9p.m.

5909 S.W. Corbett
Open 7 days a week
9a.m.-8p.m.

J

J

J

S’

J

Dinner and cocktails too!!
We now have cocktail
service available w ith your
m eal. It’s only n atu ral!

qood
earth
Restaurant and Bakery
1152 Clackamas Town Center

/ (

l / n
V Z

/

DISCOUNT
OFF ANY ONE BOOK
(OFFER EXPIRES OCT. 31, 1986)

BEAVERTON BOOK COMPANY
BEAVERTON TOWN SQUARE
OPEN EVERY DAY
644-7666

La Paloma
TRAVEL CLOTHING
HANDKNIT WOOL SWEATERS
COMFORTABLE CAREER FASHIONS
SUPERB SILVER JEWELRY
COTTON

Hillsdale Shopping Center in SW Portland 246-3417

EXCITEMENT OF FIESTA WARE RETURNS
23 original
designs &
5 NEW
COLORS

dinner & salad
plates, soup bowl,
cup 6 saucer

828 S.W. Park

222-4773

L. HANSEN
OCTOBER 9 - NOVEMBER 29

A THIRTY-FIVE YEAR SINGLE SERIES
RETROSPECTIVE OF NEW AND PREVIOUSLY
UNEXHIBITED BRONZES FROM THE
GUARDIAN SERIES
EXCLUSIVELY REPRESENTED BY

ABANTE FINE ART GALLERY
124 S.W. YAMHILL
PORTLAND, OR 97204
503/295-2508

• Black • Rose
Apricot • White
• Cobalt Blue

Largest Selection in Portland at La Paloma
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We Buy And Sell Records
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-M O O NSING ER IF (G U A R D IA N SERIES)
1986 BRONZE. HEIGHT 36"
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never travel without my diary. One should always
have something sensational to read on the train," said Oscar
Wilde. I too carry a journal on the road, though mine is a
reporter's notebook, a spiral-bound tabula rasa that records
my own encounters ever so sensationally and attempts to
compensate for a truly inspired ineptness with cameras (no
jokes about Japanese tourists, please).
I set out for Europe twice last year: to
witness the Palio, a medieval horserace
in Siena, Italy; and to report on the lav
ishly restored Venice Simplon Orient Ex
press (VSOE). I was thus initiated into the
rarefied world of first class air and rail
travel. For someone who had always trav
eled economy (you know the c la s s flotation devices are extra), the means of
transport quickly became as intriguing
as the ends of each journey. On the Ori
ent Express the means are the ends. Be
tween stories I shuttled around between
countries, and began to mull over the
getting-there, as opposed to the beingthere of travel—to consider the psychic
m iles logged. Untold m illions travel
greater distances than I each year, to
more exotic destinations than Tuscany
and Paris. Of trendy vacation spots, a
friend advises Vietnam tops the list. This
does not presume, however, that sheer
physical distance will present one with
more pivotal life experiences than will a

B y Lisa Kinoshita

trip to the corner laundromat at a certain
hour of the morning.
Why then, I wondered, do people pay
such exorbitant sums to simply close the
distance between point A and point B?
My intent is to demystify the cachet of
first class, having found, paradoxically,
that the more one pays for the privilege
(of privacy? insulation?), the less dis
tance one travels emotionally. Or so it
seems to an instant expert.

Illustration by L ouise W illia m s

V ACATION

they get that practically doubles the price
of coach airfare? Do sloe-eyed women
supplant tidy stewardesses, offering
olives and grapes from u nd ulatin g
navels? Do sculpted men with accents
perform acupressure on soft, pink feet?
Does the in-flight movie promise to be
more in line with Mona Lisa than Rambo?
Does the food set before you bear a more
specific appellation than mystery meat?
Gradually the curtain separating the
classes assumes the silken, opaque
qualities of a veil. Yet what you conjure up
is infinitely more interesting than the ac
tivity up front. To break the fortune

upper-echelon fellow travellers. People
don’t talk in first class. Bo-o-o-ring. The
food service is another story: it’s the gas
tronom ical equivalent of an elephant
gun.
On TWA Royal Ambassador first class,
there is a layout of foods one would ex
pect at a Republican fundraiser—fussy
little hors d ’oeuvres, pates, scampi, rack
of lamb—and as much gratis liquor as it
takes to put one out for nine or ten hours.
Perhaps most elite flyers are paying for
psychic inertia. It’s a brightly wrapped
candy for plebes like me.
It’s nice—the Laurent Perrier cham

R a i l travel creates a fleeting community, a secret
society within a cabin of four to six people. Time to break
bread and pass the mineral water. Play international
charades. Speak in tongues. Talk with your eyes.

W h o Cares?
icture yourself on a plane. You read
the in-flight magazine, pay homage to
the usual spectres (air disasters, wind
shear, Abu Nidal, KAL 007, the Mile High
Club), make up bizarre stories about the
person next to you. You try unsuc
cessfully to sleep. Eventually your mind
wanders forward to the ironed curtain.
Who’s sitting in first class, and what do

cookie, first class is a big yawn. Settled
but unsettling, it creates a weird am
bience: part airborne livingroom (Doro
thy’s house whirling to Oz from Kansas),
part corporate boardroom. The best part
is boarding and disembarking, when you
realize that passengers in economy are
speculating upon your position in life.
Don’t expect to find out much about your

pagne that greets passengers from New
York to Paris, the slippers, choice of
newspapers, and nifty traveling kit. But
excessive. One is, after all, en route
somewhere, not arriving at the destina
tion. And if Something Should Happen,
the airborne country club will drop from
the sky just as fast as the rest of the
plane.

c
3
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eal long distance traveling is art in
motion, and calls for the spontaneous
creation of intimacy as one penetrates
foreign territory. There’s much to say for
the second class seat rather than the
sumptuous private cabin. And for travel
by train rather than plane.
Rail travel creates a fleeting commu
nity, a secret society within a cabin of four
to six people. Time to break bread and
pass the mineral water. Play international
charades. Speak in tongues. Talk with
your eyes.
Crossing Dijon at midnight, a blood red
rim lines the hills. The moon winks. A
moment of silence.
On the Transalpine from London to
Rome, I sat with an Italian running in the
Italian Nationals, and a Londoner of
Pakistani origin, who described his per
sonal version of My Beautiful Laundrette,
and the overall dismal state of race rela
tions since the Brixton riots between
blacks and police. We talked for hours.
Then were stricken silent by the grace of
a black, star-encrusted night. We were all
listening.

The most exquisite aspect of the
VSOE is the continually transform ing
landscape: Venetian plains rising up to
Alps and down again to Zurichsee, to
Paris, and to sheep-dotted, pastoral
Kent. After a century, the train still bears
the stamp of a royal roadshow (spies,
kings and courtesans in fact used to be
regular and valued customers).
Inside, eyes dart facilely, casually from
the landscape to search for more mun
dane latter-day attractions: celebrities.

A t ’s a long leap from this emotional
“ second class” world to high-rolling,
commercial first class. On the Orient Ex
press platform in Venice, the soon-to-be
passengers were the essence of preda
tory watchfulness. Rumor had it that Sam
Shepard was aboard making a movie.
When a film crew emerged from the
gleaming navy and gold-trimmed car
riages, a band of well-heeled Europeans,
bourgeois Americans and conspicuous
Texans swept on like paparazzi.
The Venice Simplon Orient Express is
a pricey roll through England, France,
Switzerland, Austria, and Italy. Five coun
tries in 30 hours. The trip is designed for
people with too much money (a predica
ment I have known exactly once in my
life). The immense expense is the first
remove from reality.
If one lacks the funds to be casual
about ones pleasure, one should prob
ably not be traveling Class A. Herein lies
the crisis of first class travel. There must
be sufficient resources for the mode of
travel to feel commonplace. Otherwise
one runs the risk of the petty irritation of
“ not getting what one paid for.” Tacky.

Sometimes the two impulses blur, and
passengers start to confuse themselves
with stars, and the countryside with real
estate.

W h e re ’s Robin Leach
W h e n Y o u Need H im ?
A had heard stories about the trashy,
Caligular, totally dissolute behavior of jet
setters on junkets like this. I didn’t know if
it was true, but you can bet I hoped so.
The day started auspiciously. The
mere spectre of Sam Shepard (no one
actually saw him) held the fancy of the
gossips for hours. As did the actual pres
ence of Rolling Stone Bill Wyman, whom
everyone saw but pretended not to.
Lunch conversation revolved around the
mild-mannered bassist and his blonde

companion. What were they doing on the
30-hour trip? Inquiring minds wanted to
know.
Next door, a boisterous contingent of
Americans (who make up 40 percent of
the VSOE’s passenger list) exuded that
certain earthy charm associated with
Americans abroad. At the Brenner Pass,
bordering Austria and Italy, 13,000 foot
peaks, rushing cascades, and ancient
fortresses inspired comment:
“Another hohum castle,” murmured a

woman in southwestern accents, as we
approached a marvelously cold stone
block, an archijectural bullfrog squatting
on a hillside.
“ Look, that one has a ‘For Sale’ sign,”
drawled another facetiously.
“ Let’s buy it at the next stop,” said the
ladies’ male companion.
“ They must be Texans,” grumbled an
observer.

A he rich are different,” said E
Scott Fitzgerald. Indeed, they have better
gossip. Tales were swapped over cham
pagne about the high life on Malta and
Ibiza, but rumor kept circulating into the
evening about Bill Wyman. The tall stools
in the Art Nouveau bar car provide an
impromptu sobriety test. After a long in
terlude there, a tuxedoed gentleman arid

a reporter took dinner in a deserted din
ing car. Deserted, that is, except for one
couple, the R olling Stone and his
companion.
If the reporter had leaned any further
across the aisle toward Wyman’s table,
she would have fallen out of her chair. For
the record, the musician was, if anything,
more low-key than other passengers, did
not wear spandex, and did not act obnox
iously toward the waiters.
Stumbling back to the cabin, I pon
dered my place on such a trip, and my
brush w ith the Concorde set. It all
seemed disappointingly tame—when an
Italian waiter in white uniform blocked my
way down the passage and tried to stick
his hand down my black cocktail dress. A
very Helmut Newton-ish moment.
The VSOE was not a trip I would rec
ommend to struggling honeymooners,
but my trip had had its moments. Hell. I
wasn’t paying. It was great.

X suppose'that first class is something
I could get used to (she said with irony). It
would in fact be a pointless test of will to
refuse an upgrade. The point is not to let
travel become anesthesia.
The weird incongruities, rather than
flawless service are what keep the fivestar experience fresh. For me, the charm
of the Orient Express lies in a tiny foot
note: it once had a casino, but the ball
tended to fly out of the roulette wheel—a
revelation that cracks the smooth, mar
bled service of perfection. One has to
keep a certain humor about money.
Otherwise the best trip becomes mere
fodder for Lifestyles o f the Rich and
Fatuous.
Afternote: An effervescent return from
Paris was marred by the discovery that—
thanks to reckless b a n k in g — I had
$122.59 left to my name. It was a great
year for travel, but now it’s back to the
urban safari.

Lisa Kinoshita is a writer based in Seattle.
She will travel anywhere, any class, at the
drop of a hat. Her last story in CSQ was
“Ash Glow.”
Artist Louise Williams lives in Lacey, Wash
ington. This is her first appearance in CSQ.
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LIVE MUSIC SEVEN
DAYS A WEEK

243-2380

FRESH TRADITIONAL HOME COOKED
MEXICAN FOOD
1. BURRITO With Beans, Salsa
Came Asada, Chile Verde Chicken, Chile Verde Pork, C hill Colorado B eef. .

2 .9 5

2 . REGULAR BURRITO With Beans, Salsa, Rice, Guacamole

Came Asada, Chile Verde Chicken, Chile Verde Pork, C hili Colorado B eef. .

3 .3 5

3. SUPER BURRITO With Beans, Salsa, Rice, Guacamole, Cheese, Sour Cream
Came Asada, Chile Verde Chicken, Chile Verde Pork, C hili Colorado B e e f. .

3 .9 5

4. VEGETARIAN BURRITO
Beans, Salsa, Rice, C heese.........................................................................................
Beans, Salsa, Rice, Cheese, Guacamole, Sour Cream ........................................

2 .8 5
3 .2 5

5. TACOS With Beans, Salsa

LUNCH
DINNER
COCKTAILS
1331 S W WASHINGTON
2 2 3 -0 0 5 4 .
30
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Came Asada, Chile Verde Chicken, Chile Verde Pork, Chile Colorado Beef .

1 .7 5

6. VEGETARIAN TACOS With Beans, Salsa, Cheese ..............................................
7. TOSTADOS With Lettuce, Beans, Salsa, Gucacmole

1 .5 0

Came Asada, Chile Verde Chicken, Chile Verde Pork, Chile Colorado Beef .

2 .8 5

8. VEGETARIAN TOSTADOS With Lettuce, Beans, Salsa, G u a ca m o le ..............
9. QUESADILLAS With Cheese, Salsa, Sour Cream

2 .5 0

Com T o r tilla ............................................ \ ................................... ; ....................
Flour Tortilla ............................................ ..............................................................
*With Came Asada add ................................................................................................

FOOD ORDERS TOGO . . . CALL 226-1946

MAYAS TACQUERIA
1000 S.W . M orrison at 10th
On the Light Rail & Across from The Galleria

OPEN MON-SAT 11-9

1.5 0
1 .85
.6 0

PERSONAL INJURIES
"DON'T FIGHT THE SYSTEM ALONE”
Have a skilled trial attorney help you
obtain the fair settlement you deserve.
DIVORCE • PROBATE • ESTATE • WILLS
CRIMINAL LAW • REAL ESTATE • CONSUMER

FREE FIRST CONSULTATION
Late Hour & Weekend Attorneys
On Call

SANDERS, DIXON, NICHOLLS & FRIEDMAN
OF COUNSEL— ROBERTA SIEGEL

1020 SW TAYLOR ST.

SUITE 430

PORTLAND, OREGON

97205

242-1440
OREGON SALES TAX COUPON

What would a sales tax be like?
Bring in this ad & we will
overcharge you 5% on all
purchases!

ECECELES
3 1 6 NW 21 st
PORTLAND, OREGON 9 7 2 1 0
P H O N E C 5O 3J 2 4 8 - 9 1 4 2

R O N H IN C K L E Y
M A T T L A B A D IE

ALBUMS • CASSETTES
COMPACT DISCS

^P^P^F^F^P^^P^P^^P^P^

H O O D H IO V I

—We Specialize in Good Service —
DOWNTOWN

cooperative market

(Just Off Broadway)

10-7 Daily
Fri. til 9pm
Sunday 12-6

6 3 1 SW A L D E R

2 2 6 -0 6 2 4
oa

Solar Heating
Plumbing
Repairs
Remodeling

BRUNER
MECHANICAL
P.O. Box 06814
Portland, Oregon 97206

§

Ward Bruner

777-3469

<D
co

•rH

CO
9

THE
REAL
COMET
PRESS
From Camlk to Critiques

‘Lynda Barry is one of the cartoon world's
shrewdest chroniclers o f sex, love and
romance. Her screwy depictions o f the
mating game are so dead-on they make
you cringe"
- Mother Jones

O N SALE
HERE!

co

<D

LYNDA BARRY: New Wave Cartoonist Extraordinaire!

TRI-MET Tickets

CULTURES IN CONTENTION-International collec
tion of artworks and essays The Guardian says
‘Cultures In Contention is an informative,
highly readable and visually exciting new
collection of essays." $19.95
To order send check + $1.00 postage ($. 50 each

<u

E
E
E
E

Summer Fruits & Vegetables
Fresh Roasted Coffee Beans
Ice Cream & Non-Dairy Products
Bulk Spices & Tea

0
0
M
0
Ei
Ei
Ei

Variety of Salad Dressings
Summer Juice Blends
Ready-To-Eat Deli Salads
Cookies, Trail Mixes, Snacks
Natural Pet Foods
Imported Beers & Ales
Oregon & European Wines

Food Front...
The City's Neighborhood Grocery

additional title) to:
GIRLS & BOYS. $5.95 (now in its fifth printing!)
NAKED LADIES, NAKED LADIES, NAKED
LADIES. $7.95
BIG IDEAS. $5 95

The Real Comet Press
500 East Pike Street
Seattle, Washington 98122
206/328-1801

OPEN TO ALL • 12 HRS EVERY D A Y
9AM TO 9PM • N W 27th and THURMAN
On TRI-MET Bus Route 15 (NW)
(Also near Route 17 NW )
Quality Produce, Whole Foods, Real Groceries, Natural Treats

Washington State residents add 79%sates tax
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By Marnie Mueller
Illustration by Fay Jones

Tine

customs officials were friendly once they heard
Caitlin's Guayaquil accent with its dropped word
endings and rush of syllables. It was when she
handed them the passports that the trouble oc
curred. She realized a beat later that she hadn't
changed her name on the official document and to
make matters worse, Andreas was still a German
citizen. Their passports were issued in two differ
ent countries.
"Este es nuestro luna de miel, our honeymoon," she
blurted out, immediately angry with herself for
giving into the pressure.
The official, a thin man with fine features,
grinned suggestively at her.
"I hope you have mucho miel on your vacation,
Senorita." He used the familiar you. "The hot cli
mate is good for that."

taxi rattled and raced toward the
city. The wind blew in hot and full of
odors. Caitlin fought back the feelings
expanding in her. She took in the smells.
The diesel from the buses. The carbon
fires burning, with chunks of pork and
kernels of maiz frying in pans on top of
them. The food vendors were out all
along the way. Figures set against glaring
whitewashed walls.
“That’s the cemetery,” she yelled over
the dir. of the taxi as they passed the
gates of the city’s most elegant locale,
with its black and white terrazzo floor and
white marble mausoleums and castles,
set among royal palms. “They say the
dead live better than the living, in
Guayaquil.”
Next was the crumbling jail with its
usual line of women along the wall, carry

T h e airport was exactly as she remem
bered it, open on two sides, with the mo
saic mural depicting the conquistadores
claiming of Ecuador overlooking the wait
ing room. It hadn’t changed in the five
years since she’d lived in this city. The air
pressed in the same way, sweet with the
scent of flowers and rotting vegetation,
heavy with moisture. I’m here again, she
kept reminding herself as she and An
dreas pushed through the crowds of fam
ilies waiting for the arrivals.
There was a moment of wishing some
one from the barrio had come to meet her.
Gala or Rina or Hermes. She wondered if
they were at the Community Center. Were
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the women in the sewing class? She
could see the Center, the wooden shut
ters thrown open. The hum and thump of
the sewing machine pedals floating out.
She would walk across the dusty patio
and up the steep board steps, and stand
at the door looking in. There they’d be,
twenty women bent over their work. Be
hind them the cement wall washed with
turquoise, rising twelve feet to meet the
corrugated tin roof. Spears of light shoot
ing down from the unpatched holes. Who
would look up? Rina? Senora Jijon?
Tears of longing welled in her. She
wanted their welcome. And to ask their
forgiveness.

ing three tiered lunchpails for their lovers
and husbands inside. The men hung out
the w indow s, th e ir arm s stretche d
through the bars. If no one brought them
food, they didn't eat.
They were getting closer to Cerro
Santa Ana, the barrio built on a hill where
Caitlin had lived.
“We’re almost there,” Caitlin said. “Wait
till you see it. I’m getting so excited. You’ll

meet Gala and Rina and Don Alonzo."
“ Let’s go now," Andreas said. “Just
have the taxi drive by. I can at least see
the Community Center. I'm so curious
about it.”
They had reached the Calle Roca
Fuerte. She saw the beginning of the ce

ment stairs that rose up Santa Marta, the
companion hill to her old neighborhood.
Her set of stairs was just around the
corner.
“ No,” she said, feeling herself begin to
tremble. “Not yet. I want to wash up and
rest first.”
The driver turned right toward the cen
ter of town. She twisted in the seat to look
back. Pastel cane houses lined the stairs.
Crowds of people were walking up and
down. This was the hill Rina Gomez lived
on. She strained to see if she could pick
her out. Was she leaving the Center now
to go home to lunch?
It was Rina Gomez whom Caitlin had
thought of most as she was preparing to
return to Guayaquil. Rina lived high up in
the poorest section, in a cane shack with
her mother and brother. They had no run
ning water, no electricity. But never once
was she pathetic. She spoke instead of
poverty and what it did to people. She
helped Caitlin find the leaders in the com
munity and helped her get even the most
reluctant to come to meetings. “If we can’t
do it for ourselves, who will?” she would
say. She worked with Caitlin and the men
to get the beer company to give land to
them for the Community Center. Then
they had all worked together to build it
and keep it going and finally to make it
self-sufficient.
But it was Rina alone who stood by
Caitlin on the day their whole effort was
almost destroyed. The day an American
philanthropic group, supported by the
Peace Corps director, insisted on coming
into the neighborhood with free gifts for
the “poor people.” The Americans came
in a flat bed truck loaded with four-foot
blonde dolls with blue eyes that blinked,
cartons of soccer balls and baseball
mitts, bolts of the richest brocade. Peo
ple from the hill trampled each other to
get to the things. They tore at each other’s
skin and hair and clothes. When they saw
there wasn’t enough to go around, they
turned on Caitlin, screaming, “puta de
Madre, ladrona americana, gringa thief,
give us our things.” When she tried to
explain to them that this wasn't her idea,
they picked up rocks and hurled them at
her. Only Rina Gomez came to her aid.
Rina put her arms around Caitlin and
took the stones with her own body. She
rushed Caitlin out of the plaza, away from
the mob and into the Center. She stayed
with Caitlin for hours in the darkness and
the heat with the doors and shutters
bolted until the rocks finally stopped
pounding against the walls.
"No tiene la culpa, Caitlina," she in
toned for hours. “No tiene la culpa." It’s
not your fault.
“This is extraordinary," Andreas said.
He was pointing out the window to the
arcades that overhung the sidewalks,
running the length of every street and
avenue, serving as shelter from the over
powering sun and torrential rains. “And
those wooden buildings.”
She made herself look with his eyes.
She saw the high windows and their
closed louvered shutters, and the scuffed
and peeling paint of the walls. Maroon
and green and blue for the windows and
doors, pale pink and turquoise and
yellow for the walls. She saw the royal
palms that lined the center strip of the
Avenue. They were painted white as high
as a man could reach. Yes, maybe it was
romantic in its way. She’d forgotten about
that aspect of Guayaquil.
T A /h e n the taxi pulled up in front of the
Pension Helbig, the vendors on the street
were already packing away their wares
for the lunch hour. The iron gates were
down on the Rosario, the one super
market in the city. Andreas was out of the
car before she was. He stood under one
of the overhangs that they’d been admir
ing. She paid the driver and got out. The
silence was already descending. She re
m embered now how everything was
deadened by the heat from noon to three
in Guayaquil: the vendors, beggars, chil
dren and even the rumble and screech of
the buses.
In the shade of the portico, Andreas
looked pale and too thin. His blonde hair
was plastered back from his high fore
head. His beard was showing brown
against his fair skin. The equatorial light
didn't favor his northern looks. She
hoped the people on the hill would find
him handsome enough.
She climbed the curb steps. “Well,”
she said, “this is it. You've come home
with me.”
He put his arm around her waist. “Let’s

get lunch and a shower.”
CTaitlin lay on the bed, freshly washed

“ A iiiiie iie ,” she screa m e d. “ A llie,
Caitlina, Dios, he took my son.”
T h e street was busy with people when

under the coarse muslin sheet. Andreas
slept beside her. The tall windows were
closed against the noon light and heat.
Only narrow strips of white sunshine
came through the louvers. Otherwise the
room was dimly lit, the aqua of the walls
subdued in the half light.
She put her hands behind her head
and stared up at the high ceiling and the
twirling fan. She breathed in the smell of
roast pork coming from the street and
imagined herself climbing the concrete
stairs that rose steeply up Santa Ana Hill.
She wore her A-line skirt and her Cos
Cob blouse and her sneakers. That had
been her uniform . Her brown hair,
streaked blonde by the sun, had been
held in a loose bun on the back of her
head with a gold barrette. She walked
past Senora Alvarez who sat all day in
her filigreed window. Past the windows of
Don Alonzo and Seriorita Marta, into the
passageway of her apartment building, a
structure made of cane and wood, where
Gala’s door was always open, and she,
Caitlin, would stop in to say hello before
climbing the stairs to her own place.
She used to spend hours in Gala
Ibarra’s apartment, talking, eating. It was
one tiny room. Seven of them slept and
ate and visited in there. When the baby
Jorjito was born, the first boy after five
girls, a hammock was slung across the
living area. He was the only one in the
family with his own bed. Out in back was
the patio where the cooking and washing
was done by all the women in the encir
cling houses. When Caitlin had time, or
when she thought it would be useful to
her work at the Community Center, she
would join them out there and do her
wash. With the sun filtering down and the
cool water rushing from the pump spigot
and the suds building up as they pummeled the clothing against the rock sink,
they all laughed and chattered and ca
joled and made fun of each other in the
privacy of their woman’s world. In those
moments she was one of them.
But at other times, they saw her as far
different from themselves. When the
baby Jorjito got sick, Gala turned to
Caitlin as an expert. “You’re the teacher,”
she said. “Teach me what to do for my
baby." He was cranky with a little fever at
first. Then he began to vomit. Finally he
got diarrhea that wouldn’t stop. It was the
middle of the night. Caitlin, who had
taught her hygiene class from textbooks,
was suddenly without knowledge. If she’d
been in the states she would have taken
the baby to the emergency room. But
here even to see a doctor in the day could
mean an eight hour wait in the hot sun to
get into the clinic. “ Feed him boiled
water,” she said, “with sugar in it. Give
him aspirina to keep down his fever.
Bathe him in tepid water.”
When she came down the next morn
ing the door to Gala's house was closed.
She didn’t dare knock. She went directly
out and down the stairs to the Community

they got downstairs. She had forgotten
the feeling of being taller than everyone.
She looked over the tops of heads as they
walked along. Everywhere she turned,
eyes met hers and then looked away. Men
made wet kissing sounds, even though
A n d re a s .
w ith
w as
she
“Sssssssf,sssssst,” they hissed to get her
attention. “Dame un regalito, un caritas,"
the beggars whined. Their cries mingled
with the vendors demands. “Cigarillos,
Senor, Cheeklays, Senorita gringita, tan
bonita," they called from their stations
lining the walls under the porticos.
A boy with no legs scooted through the
crowd on a square of wood with wheels.
He had bricks in his hands to push off the
ground.
“That’s pretty amazing,” Andreas said.
“What’s even more amazing is when
other boys kick the bricks out of that kid’s
hands as a joke.”
They stepped out of the shade of the
overhang into the sunny street. For a mo
ment everything looked like an overex
posed photograph.
She stopped. They were at the corner
of Nueve de Octubre y Roca Fuerte, the
avenue that wound around to her old
neighborhood.
“What is it?” he asked.
She felt the sun hot as fire on the top of
her head. The horns of cars blared and
people pushed by them.
“That’s the way to my barrio."
“So let’s go. I’m with you. We can just
walk on by if you decide to once we’re
there. No one will see us.”
Perhaps so, she thought. Perhaps
she’d changed so much they wouldn’t
know her and she could walk invisibly
among them.
“Caitlina,” a voice said behind her.
She turned to see a small group of
school children in uniform, staring up at
her. She recognized faces, although she
couldn’t put names to them. They were
the children from the neighborhood, only
five years older.
“ Yo sabia! Yo sabia!" I knew, a girl
shouted, jumping up and down. “ Tenia
razon." I was right.
“Es la Nina Caitlina," another said.
Soon there was a crowd of children
around her, all calling her name, as in the
old days. “Caitlina, Caitlina, Caitlina.” All
trying to grab a hold of her.
She looked around for Andreas. He
was standing to one side smiling at her as
though she were the most loved person
on earth.
W hat he d id n ’t u n d e rs ta n d , she
thought, was that this was all theatre.
Because one had said it, the others had
to. There were children in the group who
couldn’t possibly have been more than
babies when she’d been there. They were
saying, “Nifia Caitlina, do you remember
me? I remember you.”
They started to pull her down the
street. “You’re going to the Cerro, aren’t

Caitlin could smell the odor of poverty on
her. Even though her dress was ironed and
starched, and her hair perfectly coifed and
she wore lipstick and eye makeup, she still
had the smell on her.
Center. An hour or two later, Gladys, the
oldest girl, came to get Caitlin. Caitlin
knew what had happened the minute she
saw the child’s shocked face.
The outside door of the building was
already garlanded in white satin, with
pastel plastic flowers attached to it. The
door to Gala and Jorge’s place was still
closed. But across the hall the doors
were thrown open to the living room of
Don Alonzo and Seriorita Marta. Every
one sat in a circle on wooden chairs. Gala
sat with her head down. She wore a white
dress. Her brown arms looked almost
black against the sleeves. Her feet were
crossed at the ankles. She wore white
shoes. People murmured Caitlin’s name
when she entered. Caitlin walked across
the rough wooden floor, terrified. She
hadn’t saved the child. The room was full
of light. The turquoise walls were brighter
than usual. Gala looked up. Her face was
dark and puffy. Her eyes, black, black,
black from the tears in them.

you?” a tall thin serious-faced boy asked.
It was Cantelisio’s son, Ramondo, who’d
lived across from her.
“ Ram ondo.” She reached out and
shook his hand. He looked proud. The
others shoved closer.
“ Yyo Caitlina.” And I, they shouted.
“Come with us. Come with us,” they
chanted.
“I guess we have to,” Andreas said,
starting to walk in the direction they were
taking Caitlin.
O th e r peo ple on the s tre e t had
stopped to see what was going on. A
crowd had formed. Caitlin could hear
them saying to each other, “It’s Caitlina,
th e P e ace C o rp s v o lu n te e r. You
remember.”
“ I don’t believe this,” Andreas was say
ing to her as they were pulled along.
“Why didn’t you tell me you were a star?”
‘Tm not. I wasn’t,” she said. But it was
coming back to her. How she wasp’t able
to go anyplace without people calling out
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her name. “ I remember, when I dated this
guy from the naval yard across from the
center. Cesar.” She spoke, breathlessly,
laughing. “Now don’t get jealous.”
Andreas was laughing too as they were
rushed down the street. His arms were
pinned to his sides by the children hang
ing on him.
“ He was a lieutenant. Every time I went
out with him, our picture would show up in
the newspaper.” She felt the pleasure
about to erupt in her. “I guess you’re right.
I was a regular celebrity in this city. I
completely forgot that.”
They reached the church at the bottom
of the Santa Marta hill stairs. The chil
dren rushed her around the corner. She
almost had to run. Everyone knew where
she wanted to go. To the Community
Center. Their group moved toward the
plaza at the bottom of Santa Ana hill. It
was a beautiful plaza filled with more
giant palms and wrought iron benches
painted white. In the distance the brown
river Guayas flowed to the right of the hill.
It was the plaza where the stones had
been hurled at her. Where Rina had pro
tected her. But today it looked safe and
peaceful with the shaggy heads of the
trees ruffling in the breeze off the river.
She stopped. Something was wrong.
The Center wasn’t there. No. Maybe in
her excitement she wasn’t seeing it right.
The cement wall around the Center prop
erty was there. The large green metal
door that opened into the yard was there,
closed. She looked up. Her apartment
that overlooked the Center, higher on the
hill was there. But not the Center below.
From where she stood on the plaza she
should be able to see the wooden un
painted building and the corrugated tin
roof and the sign reading, Centro Com
munal de Santa Ana, rising above the
outside wall. - .
She turned to the boy Ramondo, who
had stayed close by her side. “H//o, where
is the Community Center?”
“ Ta se fue, Nina Caitlina." He moved his
hand through the air and made a face of
d is g u s t. “ The beer com pany, they
wrecked it.”
“What’s going on?” Andreas came to
ward her, still laughing with pleasure from
thp walk.
“ Our Com m unity Center isn’t here
anymore.”
"You’ve got to be kidding." He looked
where she pointed.
“I’m not kidding. The fuckers destroyed
it." Even in her rage she was careful to
glide over the word fuck. The children
knew the word. It was popular here, a
word associated with gringos and pros
titutes. “I mean it was all one big fucking
waste.”
“Caitlina!” A woman’s high shout came
from the direction of the hill.
C aitlin saw a round black haired
woman running down the stairs across
the street in her direction. She had chil
dren surrounding her as well. It was Gala.
And now the tears came. She didn’t try
to hold them back. She felt foolish, but
she had no choice. She was in Gala’s
arms. Soft arms. Large soft breasts just
below her own. Stiff straight black hair
against her face. Gala smelled of roasted
coffee beans and garlic and hair oil.
“ I told them you would come back to
me, Caitlita, myCaitlita, Hold them. They
said I was loca, but I swore you would.”

T4 S they walked up the stairs to the
house, more and more people flocked
arou nd them. The word had been sent up
the hill. When they got inside the build
ing, Gala told everyone to go away. She
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yelled that they would all have their turn,
then she closed the outside door with a
bang. It was dark in the hallway. The only
light came in through the transom.
“ I don’t live there anym ore,” Gala
pointed proudly at the door of her old
apartment and began to mount the slop
ing wooden stairs. “I live where the gringa
Caitlina used to live. I’ve become rich like
you.” She laughed heartily, turning back
to Caitlin. She was high enough upon the
stairs so that the shaft of light from the
transom spotlighted her mocha-skinned
face. Her smile was the same toothless
one, sending the dimple of her right
cheek deep in.
The girls scrambled past them and
Gala and up the stairs. Nothing mattered
for the moment to Caitlin but the smell of
the old rotting wooden stairs swaying un
der her feet. When they rounded-the turn
and went up to the landing and she saw
her own door, she had to hold back the
tears again. In a way she wished she
were here alone. She wanted to touch
everything, and sit down on the landing
and gaze at the maroon paint that was
scratched and scarred. The ochre paint
that began above it at waist height. The
horizontal rectangle cut into the top of the
cane wall with heavy mesh nailed over it,
that served as the air vent for the
bathroom. She wanted to see herself
here too, entering this door each night at
about nine, exhausted, depleted after a
fourteen hour day. She wanted to know
why she’d worked so hard, why she’d
cried most nights and thought she was
failing. Why she felt there was no place
for herself, for her own privacy, her own
joy. The only joy she remembered that
was truly hers was the time she’d spent
with Gala. But even that was often justi
fied as work.

other of the child in the coffin. Caitlin
looked away. She walked over to the win
dows and then turned back. Gala stood in
the center of the room with her hands
clasped over her belly. She was smiling
proudly.
“ It’s beautiful, Gala, very beautiful,”
Caitlin said.
C a it lin stood at the front window lean
ing out over the iron banisters. The city of
Guayaquil spread out in pastel before
her, bounded on the left by the muddy
river. The air off the river was hot and
moist. She could see directly down to
where the Community Center had been.
She tried to picture the long corrugated
roof, with the stones and sticks and balls
stuck on top. The kids were always throw
ing things up there to aggravate the
women working inside during the after
noon. But she couldn’t fit it into the space.
It looked too small. How could an entire
building have gone in there and still left
room for the soccer playing field in front?
“Was that where it was?” Andreas
leaned around outside from the next
window.
“Yes,” she said.
Gala came to stand by her. She was
close enough that the bare solid skin of
her arm touched Caitlin’s. It felt cool. The
girls clamored around Andreas. She
could hear them exclaiming over the
blonde hair on his arms.
“They tore it down,” Gala said. “A little
after you left, the men from the cerveceria came. They said they needed a
place to store their beer bottles. That
they’d only loaned it to us for the Center.
Now that we didn’t have the beautiful
gringita, we didn’t need a Center.”
“ Did people try to stop them? Did

The Americans came in a flat bed truck
loaded with four-foot blonde dolls with blue
eyes that blinked, cartons of soccer balls and
baseball mitts, bolts of the richest brocade.
People from the hill trampled each other to
get to the things.
The door o pened, and the wind
brought back its vivid first impression.
Back then the wind had come whipping
off the river, especially on the winter
nights in August. It would be so cold in
the apartment that she’d have to wear
sweaters and sweatpants to bed. At first
she’d thought it was funny to be freezing
in the tropics. After the novelty wore off,
she just felt cold.
The shutters on the floor to ceiling win
dows were open. The living room was
filled with light. Gala had the same fur
niture she’d had downstairs. The wooden
love seat and three straight-backed
chairs. She’d tacked some red plastic on
the arms and backs for decoration. The
turquoise painted cane walls were cov
ered with Coca Cola ads and calendars
with pictures of pretty gr/nga-looking
women on them. At the far side of the
room, between the windows and the cor
ner, Gala had made an altar on the top of
a clothes dresser. Three devotional can
dles were burning. Propped behind the
candles were two photographs. One of
the baby Jorjito when he was born. The

Jorge?”
Gala shrugged. “ What can we do
Caitlin? We’re poor.”
“Gala, you know better."
“ Yo se. Yo se. I know what you’re going
to tell me, Nina. The power wasn’t with
you. It was with us. With an organized us.
Pues." Well. Her face fell to defeat. “It isn’t
true. After you left we had no power. We
had no one to speak and smile sweetly to
the gobierno for us.”
k ^ a itlin and Andreas stood side by side
in the window. Gala was in the kitchen
making food for them. Gladys and Maria
had been sent for beer. The three other
girls were down at Senorita Marta’s, to
give Caitlin some quiet, Gala said. They
could come up when the food was ready.
“The beer company takes the Center
away from them —the one tangible thing
they’ve built together—and they just ac
cept it. What the hell did I do here?”
“You did your best by these people,
Cait. You didn't destroy them and yf ;•
didn’t perform miracles.”
"But I didn't even help them to see that
they had power to get the things they
need. Minimal things like electricity and
running water. Five buildings up the hill
all of that stops. No water. No light.” She
pointed toward the top of the hill, back up
through what had been her apartment. “I
could at least have taught Gala it wasn’t
God that took her child, but the system
here. That the baby probably got sick
because the sewage kept overflowing.
The week before he died there was putrid
slime coming down the stairs. The kids
had to walk through it to go to the store
and to school. That’s why her baby died.
Because we w eren’t yet organized
enough to get the government to fix the
sewage pipes.”
She pointed to the altar. She lowered
her voice. “She thinks it was God’s will. It
was her neighbor's shit.”
“Gala’s baby died? You didn’t tell me.”
“ No, I didn’t tell you. Why should I tell
such a thing?”
He rubbed the top of his nose. He did
that when he was afraid to say what he

had to say.
“Just say what you’re thinking.”
‘Tm thinking she probably would have
lost the baby whether or not you’d been
successful. With that many children the
odds are that one is to be lost. Even in the
States. Poor people’s children die.”
“That’s precisely what I mean. I should
have done something.”
He shook his head. “You Americans
are so arrogant sometimes."
In the silence that followed, she tried to
compose herself. What Andreas had said
had unexpectedly shamed and fright
ened her. She couldn’t look at him. “Who
can we count on but ourselves,” Rina had
once said. “You Americans all leave us
anyway.” She was right. A few months
after the riot, where she had sided with
Caitlin against her neighbors, Caitlin's
tour of duty was over. On the pre-dawn
boat trip across the river to Dur&n, where
Caitlin was to catch the train to Quito, for
the first time Rina had lost her dignity.
“Remain here, Caitlina," she wept and
begged. “ Remain here and work with
me.”
“Cait, I only meant it’s arrogant to think
you could have changed so much in two
years.” He spoke gently.
“ I didn’t mean to be arrogant.” She
could barely get the words out. “ I came
here to help.”
He reachedoverand pulled her to him.
“Watch Gala. Watch that nice woman
carefully, and tell me how much you could
have changed her.” He pulled her even
closer into himself. “I love you,” he said.
T h e y sat at a table by the side win
dows. It was hot and very noisy, with mu
sic and laughter and talk from the stairs
below. That’s the way it had always been,
the constant noise. Caitlin looked across
at Andreas sitting, spooning in the blood

x hey were saying their goodbyes,
when Doha Marta came upstairs to tell
Caitlin that Rina Gomez was waiting for
her outside.
“She can’t come upstairs,” the old lady
said, in a conspiratorial voice. Her narrow
face looked its most severe. She moved
her head and eyes in the direction of
Gala.
“ I won’t have that puta in my house!”
Gala said. “Permiso, Caitlita." Her soft
mouth was tight, her chin raised at an
angle.
“ But nothing ever happened between
Jorge a nd .. . .”
“ No! She put mai de ojo on us.” Evil
eye. She struck her finger against her
cheekbone just beneath her eye. “Our
only son died and we never had another.
And anyway, she’s a communist.”
“Gala, she’s not a communist.”
“You’ll see. All her work with you in the
Center was only for that.”
“Gala.” Caitlin went to her and put her
arms around her small soft shoulders. “It
doesn’t matter. Let’s stop this.”
Gala nodded against Caitlin’s breast.
“You go down. I don’t mind if you see her,”
she sniffed. “But be careful she doesn’t
put the evil eye on you.” Caitlin could feel
her touch her cheekbone again. She
squeezed Gala to her. She rocked her
back and forth, and thought, no Gala,
sweet Gala, I’ll be very careful.
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sausage soup that Gala had made for
them. It was so good to have him here.
“You still eat the same,” Gala laughed.
“I guess I do, and now it shows,” Caitlin
said.
“Mejor, better. You were always so
flaca. All you Americans wanted to be so
skinny. It’s better to have these.” She
lifted her breasts up and down, laughing.
“How does he like you?”
“Fine, I guess,” Caitlin said, not looking
at Andreas, feeling more like a child than
the five girls who looked on and laughed
at her answer along with their mother.
C aitlin’s name was called from the
street. She got a wave of not wanting to
be bothered. There had been so many
times when she’d felt a prisoner in this
house with people constantly yelling up
at her in that way. Gala made a face when
the calling kept on from below. Gladys
went over and leaned on the banister
looking out the window.
“Yes she's here,” she yelled down. “But
she’s busy with my mother. She’s eating.”
Rapid-fire Spanish came back, that
Caitlin could no longer make out.
“No, later. Now she’s with us. Go away.”
Gladys waved the back of her hand
through the air. When she turned around,
she had a smile of arrogance on her face
that said, we have the gringa all to
ourselves.
Caitlin panicked. What if it had been
Rina calling? Rina used to call up to her
that way. Gala didn’t like Rina. She had
once gotten the idea that Jorge was hav
ing an affair with Rina. Nothing Caitlin
could say convinced her to change her
mind. Gala could be so stubborn at
times.
“Who was it?” Caitlin asked.
“Nadie, nobody.” Gladys’s thin face
sneered.
Caitlin didn’t want to insult Gala, but

she didnt want people saying she was
snobby. She had worked too hard to get
them to believe her, to believe that she
wanted the best for the people who were
the poorest, not just those like Gala who
had a chance, whose husbands had
jobs. Then she remembered. This was
not her community anymore. She was
not responsible. She was here to learn.
Today she could watch it all from a dis
tance. Later she could find Rina.
T h e y ate flan and drank cafe tinto. They
talked some more about the Center. The
room grew hotter as the afternoon sun
moved in. The wind had died. It wouldn’t

“So you like our country better. We told
you you would.”
“You’ve come to help us, Nina? Isn’t
that so?”
She saw the whining looks. The partic
ular tilt of the head that turned simple
questions into begging. And the trace of
anger that flitted across eyes and mouths
that was quickly covered with laughter or
mock sadness.
“Bad Nina, you brought no gifts from
America for your friends.”
Each time she answered. “ I wanted my
husband to see where I’d lived. To meet
the people I loved.” She heard the same
flatness in her own tones.

She didn't try to hold the tears back. She felt
foolish, but she had no choice. She was in
Gala's arms. Soft arms. Large soft breasts just
below her own. Stiff straight black hair
against her face. Gala smelled of roasted
coffee beans and garlic and hair oil.
be picking up again until sundown. The
heat wrapped around Caitlin’s skin. She
wondered how she’d tolerated such heat,
day after day.
After they’d finished their coffee, Gala
began to let visitors into the apartment.
No one stayed more than a few minutes.
The novelty of her return had already
worn off. They didn’t seem that interested
in her. Everyone made the same remarks
in the same affectless voices.
“The ungrateful Nina, come back to
us.”

She noticed now how very poor they
were. Their clothes were patched over
and over. Most of the children had no
shoes. There wasn’t an adult who had all
his or her teeth. As she stood there, an
swering by rote, she remembered once,
when she’d lived in the barrio a year,
some gringo tourists had come to the
neighborhood. She had stood with Rina
and a group of girls, laughing at the
Americans. They had looked so silly in
their travel dresses and bermuda shorts,
taking pictures of the “ragamuffins.”

Andreas down the dark stairs. Caitlin
could smell the food cooking for dinner.
“The Nina Rina almost died when you
le ft.” Marta stopped on the landing.
“ From sorrow. She went to bed for a
month. They say she cried for the whole
month until the doctor gave her pills to
dry the tears.”
- R i n a was outside leaning against the
wall. She held her hand out to shake
Caitlin’s but didn’t stand away from the
wall. She kept her eyes down. Her
straight black Indian hair was pulled
away from her wide face with a yellow
plastic headband. She could be any age.
She never told how old she was, because
she’d not married.
“Bienvenido, Caitlin,” she said in her
deep caustic voice.
But when Caitlin hugged her, Rina
didn’t let her body relax. She didn’t put
her arms around Caitlin. Caitlin could
smell the odor of poverty on her. Even
though her dress was ironed and star
ched, and her hair perfectly coifed and
she wore lipstick and eye makeup, she
still had the smell on her. Rina pulled
away from the embrace. Caitlin thought,
how much the two of us have in common.
How afraid we are to let a wrinkle show.
“This is my husband, Andreas,” she
said.
R in a n o d d e d . “ D oes he s p e a k
Spanish?”
“He’s Aleman. He speaks German.”
“That’s good,” Rina said. “Anything is
better than an American.”
Caitlin laughed to cover her hurt.
“I can’t stay,” Rina said. “ I only came to
see if you’d really come back like they
said. I have to go home. I was cooking
dinner. If you want you can come tomor
row. I’ll be in the house.” She shook
Caitlin’s hand and Andreas’s too, and
then turned and walked slowly up the
stairs, toward where she lived high on the
hill.
Caitlin stood and watched her. She
didn’t look back or wave, not even when
she got to where the stairs ended along
with the electricity and running water.
There were crowds of people on the
stairs at this hour, returning from work,
going down to the store. The light was
deepening to amber.
“Buenas tardes, Nina,” people said as
they passed Caitlin on the steep climb.”
“Buenas tardes," she answered.
Andreas put his hand on the back of
her neck.
“Oh, Andreas,” was all she could say.
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DESIGN
CALLIGRAPHY

7740 SW CAPITOL HWY
IN MULTNOMAH

246-1942

R a in y day Flowers
FLOWERS MAKE PEOPLE HAPPY
REMEMBER US FOR THANKSGIVING
A N D ALL YO UR SPECIAL OCCASIONS
•
•
•
•
•

blooming orchid plants direct from Hawaii
distinctive flower arrangements
fresh garden flowers • Hawaiian tropicals
delivery available • order by phone
flowers sent around the world

O SBORN A RTISTS C O-OP
2 0 5 SE G R A N D AVE.
A Historic Renovation with
Retail, Living/Loft Studios &
Studios. Starting at 170.00 mo.
with rent control. Preleasing NOW.
Contact: Sandra Lang-Walden
227-0210

NOW TWO LOCATIO NS TO SERVE YO U SEVEN D A YS A WEEK
VISA

Loehmann's Plaza
641-7229

MC

Yamhill Marketplace
248-9524 AMEX

A Development of Ritchie-McFarland-Gilman, Dev. Corp.
133 SW 2nd Ave. Portland, OR 97204

Head r e s t

1

Get a good night’s sleep
with a buckwheat hull pillow
that supports your neck and
relieves body tension. Head
for Northwest Futon fora
little natural rest. Futon,
furniture, bedding, lighting
and more.
400 SW 2nd
242-0057

GREAT
5OLUTION5:

Hours: Mon-Fri 11-6/Thurs 11-7/Sat 11-5

M

on;

M

w

E

s7

FUTON
PEUCATESSEN
222 SW Fourth Ave.
(Between Oak & Pine)

242-2435
FRESH BAGELS DAILY
DELI SANDWICHES
SOUPS -SALADS
LOX • CREAM CHEESE
SPREADS

50C OFF-------

I Ml ZtO

Any Sandwich or
Dozen Bagels
expires October 31, 1986

Mon-Fri 6:30am-5:30pm
Sat 8:30am-3pm
Sun 8:30am-12:30pm
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Aveda
Sebastian
KMS
Paul Mitchell
Framesi
La Coupe
Mastey

।
■
।

724 hW 215t AVE
228-5000
SIX DAYS A WEEK &
EVEHIKG5 BY APPOIHTMENT

Home of the
“SERIOUS”
Pizza
HANDSPUN PIZZA FEATURES:
★ THE BEST DOUGH IN
TOWN

★ PLENTY OF RICH N ’
SPICY HOMEMADE
SAUCE
★ 100% WHOLE MILK
MOZZARELLA CHEESE
★ ONLY THE FRESHEST
PRODUCE
★ THE FINEST MEATS
AND SEAFOOD

N ow O pen S u n d ays!

OVERCOATS-TUXEDOS-ZOOT SUITS-OLD
MOTORCYCLE and BOMBER JACKETS'ART
DECO G O W N S-C H I CHI HATS-VINTAGF
WESTERN WEAR-GREAT COSTUME GEMS
OLD MEXICAN STERLING & MUCH
MUCH MORE — O PEN AFTERNOONS

O

CO

CONGRESSMAN RON WYDEN

new market village • 54 sw 2nd -228-1693 • open daily 10am-6pm

BANANAS?
"WE DON'T NEED

HE GETS RESULTS

NO STINKEEN'
BANANAS!"

Paid for and authorized by the W yden for Congress Committee, Tom Feirerra, Treasurer.

Vfe need walls; the big, blank, empty kind. You know the
kind we mean; dull, ugly, faded, peeling walls. The kind we
need to paint and paint with huge strokes of color and
craziness.
No, they won't be signs: ugh! or roses: bleech! They'll be landmarks, recognizable from anywhere. Vfe've done them for
little companies and big companies, for TV and for ourselves, and we can do one for you.
So the next time you see bananas, remember, we don't paint bananas anym ore— we are bananas!

503-248-9157
PORTLAND ■SEATTLE • AND THE WHOLE WIDE WIDE WORLD

Vote YES on Measure 8
to STOP Mandatory Local
Measured Phone Service
Local Measured
Service means you
pay for each and
every local phone
call like it was a
long distance call:
by the minute, time
of day, and how far
away you call.

Mandatory
local measured
service means
you have no
choice. You
would be
forced to take
measured
phone service.

Oregonians for Affordable Phone Service
a project of OSPIRG and the National Federation
of Independent Business
019 S.W. Arthur, Portland, OR 97201 222-0968
Ad space donated by Clinton Street Quarterly
Clinton St. Quarterly

L Jin e s upon lines, they flow like food for the tail-eating
snake. They love the void and they grow in death, they rise
and become p art o f it like murals on a cracking wall that
become the cracks themselves.
Dear Death, dear dying friends, here are more of them, another
mystery and a search. The plot is simple: an old hairy-nosed and
horny artist is reviewing his life ’s work and he confronts the spirit of
history, of our species who kill each other and o f his grandmother
who was slaughtered in the desert.
Who is she, what does she look like? He wants to paint her as i f she is the
woman he’s always wanted and the quest for her figure leads him through the
; labyrinth o f the mysterious female.

The Old Grapevine
Meanwhile life goes on. A bunch o f old Arme
nian women is sitting around in a place like
Fresno, California, and the grapevines are like
those they once knew in Turkey. They were
youngsters in Turkey when the Armenians were
massacred and like other survivors they came
to America and settled in a town across the
river from New York. They worked in factories
and raised families and when they retired they
moved near a vineyard where they get together
? every once in a while and shoot the bull.
i Our hero's mother could be one o f them. He
visits her about once a month and she tells him
o f her own mother whose face she can't re
member. He struggles to imagine that face as i f
it were the image o f a home they both lost in
their different ways. He tries to find her inside
himself but his imagination fails, his memories
interfere and they become like veils he can’t
;
: clear away.
;
Back in his shack in Berkeley he tries to
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figure them out and they grow like doodles in a
margin of a letter. Some o f these letters are to
his old friend, Charlie, whom he never sees
anymore. The lines twist and curve like an old
grapevine at the end o f harvest, the shredded
bark and tortured trunk like an old ego on a
cross, its arms out as if it were praying for
death.

By a Vineyard
in the Great Valley
o f the West
T
1 he harvest is over, the summer is
gone, and yet more grapes still hang on
the hairy vine, their soft skin now freckled
brown and their juice very sweet.
They survive, they ripen, and as they
dry they grow even sweeter.
A fat moon appears above the horizon

and the long rays of the sundown send
blue and purple shadows to some an
cient figures bathed in gold. One of them
pinches the air and shakes it back and
forth.
•Eh?
•Don’t ask me, I never knew that kind
of love.
• I watch it on my television story.
•I don’t watch that garbage anymore.
•They should tell it to the toilet and pull
the handle.
•No, I like it, it’s just like life.
•Whose life?
•Not mine.
•Which one of us knew that kind of
romance?
•Don’t look at me. In the orphanage I
said okay as long as he was not crippled
or blind, so they showed me a picture of a
soldier with a hat in his arm. But when he
came to get me on Ellis Island his one eye
was glass and he was lame from a wound
in the war. And as if that was not enough
he was sixteen years older than I and I
was not even sixteen.
•But you loved him.
•I learned to love him but he was not
my sweetheart.
•W h a t a b o u t A n n a , she had a
sweetheart?
•Her sweetheart was a Moslem.
• She was in love with the boy next door.
•A Moslem.
•Moslems like Christian girls.
•Those filth.
•Moslem or Christian they had a son.
•A bastard.
•A bastard to you, to her a prince.
•You remember Jack-knife Nishan, his
sister-in-law had one of those bastards.
No one talked with her when she walked
down the street with it. Some even spit at
it.

•No one spit at Anna because no one
knew.
•I never knew till you told me.
•Tell us again.
•Her husband died not even a year
after the baby was born and that very
year the massacre started. She was liv
ing with his family and her father and
brothers came to get her. ‘No,’ she said,
‘how can I leave my child?’ ‘Yourchild isa
Moslem bastard,’ they said, ‘you’re com
ing with us.
•She should have taken the child.
•Her husband’s fam ily would have
killed her.
•Poor girl.
•Girl is right, no woman would leave
her child.
• Her father was a powerful man and he
took her away whether she wanted to go
or not.
•
Either that or become a Moslem.
•
I know more than one who did.
•They’re still over there.
•No, Anna left her son and went to
Aleppo with her father. First to Aleppo
and then to Alexandria and her father
died in Alexandria.

•Then she tried to go back to her son.
• No, she came here. In Alexandria she
met Yero Topjian. You know Yero Topjian,
Asniv’s sister-in-law’s husband.
•Asniv, the duck-killer’s daughter?
•That’s right. Yero married her sisterin-law. Anyway, he was in Alexandria
after the war and he brought Anna here
to marry her cousin, Levon.
•That’s right. Levon was her husband’s
uncle. He married Anna and took her to
Watertown.
•My brother-in-law lived in Watertown
fifty years ago.
•I remember going to Watertown by
boat.
•How could you go to Watertown by
boat?

him, ‘that you can stop me?’
•How can he stop her? Who is more
important, a husband or a son?
•Sometimes a husband is too strong.
•No husband could be strong enough
for Anna. ‘Stay out of my way,’ she says,
‘or you’ll never see me again.’
•Good for her.
• ’Don’t bring him back here,’ Levon
said. ‘No Moslem bastard is going to step
in this house.’
•He was ashamed.
•Let him be ashamed. Love is more
important than shame.
•Not in those days. In those days
shame was everything.
•T h a t’s because everyone was so
close. You couldn’t go to the toilet without

A bunch o f old Armenian women is sitting around in a
place like Fresno, California, and the grapevines are like
those they once knew in Turkey. They were youngsters in
Turkey when the Arm enians were massacred and like

She was that woman in the Ganges
who washed herself underneath her sari
while the waves lapped her breasts and
her hair glowed in the long spokes of a
dying sun, her nimble fingers washing
both her hair and the sun as if she were
dancing, her head bending as she
plunged the brilliant mass into the waves
and then swung it around and curled it
easily into a bun while a garland of mar
igolds floated downstream from where an
arm of a corpse softly dropped into the
ashes of a flaming pyre.
She was the secret underneath the
clothes of the flesh, the darkness in the
eye sockets of a cadaver on the sand, her
stench drifting through the years.
She sits with her daughter in their bur
noose towels and enjoys the pleasure of
cleanliness and grapefruit. She peels the
shiny globes into the ruby slivers of the
juice, so delicious and refreshing and
each dewy cell of the tartness like a
teardrop.

other survivors they came to America.
•In those days we used to go from New
York to Boston by boat. I think the dock
was at Chelsea. Wasn’t the dock at
Chelsea?
•W ho cares about Chelsea? What
happened to Anna?
•Did she have another child?
•No, she never had another child.
•The Moslem was her curse.
•Curse or not she stayed with Levon
and they had a grocery shop. They
worked hard and saved their money and
around her neck she wore a locket of her
baby’s hair and no one ever knew.
•Poor woman.
• Not so poor, she had a house and they
lived well.
•But she had no child.
•She had a child. Somewhere back
there she had a child.
•That was her
suffering.

■Each of us had our
suffering.
•That was her suffering but not her
child’s. She lost hope but he didn’t. ‘Who
is my mother,’ he keptasking. ‘Where did
she go?’
•Good for him.
•Yes, he looked for his mother. He went
to Aleppo, he went to Alexandria, and in
Alexandria he found her address in
Watertown.
•Vai, vai, the little Moslem bastard.
•How happy she must have been.
•She could not read the letter fast
enough. ‘I am your son,’ he wrote. ‘I want
to see you.’
• I saw something like this on my televi
sion story. It was about a girl who gave
her child away for adoption.
•Oh no?
•Anna did not give her child away. She
lost him and now she found him.
•She found him, yes, but Levon also
read the letter.
•Uh-oh.
• ’What’s this?’ he says. ‘What’s it look
like?’ she says. ‘It’s from my son. I’m
going to see him.’ 'You’re not doing any
thing,’ he says. ‘You’re not going near
that Moslem bastard.’
•He’s jealous.
•He’s not jealous, he’s furious.
•His whole family was killed by them.
•That was the past and she had suf
fered enough. ‘Do you think,’ she says to

someone knowing.
•And now everyone was going to know
about Anna.
• Let them know. She had money of her
own and she flew to Beirut and her son
met her there.
•M other and son together after all
those years.
•Just like my television story.
•Is her son here now?
•No, he couldn’t leave his life back
there but he comes to see her once a
year.
•Once a year, big deal.
•At least she sees him once a year.
Some mothers never see their sons.
•Some sons don’t love their mothers.
•How could a son not love his mother?

Woman Bathing
1 remember my mother taking me to the
bathhouse. I remember walking with her
while she carried the sack with the towels
and the footahs. The bathhouse was
called hamam in Turkish and the women
went on Fridays and the men on Satur
day nights. I remember the big door that
pulled open with the heavy iron ring and I
remember the deep echo that boomed
through the halls.”
They enter the chamber of laughter
and splashing, mother and daughter to a
tiled stall.
They undress and wrap themselves in
their footahs and they take their place by
a bucket.
The water crashes through the halls
and the wet sheets cling to shiny flesh,
Moslem and Christian alike in the veil of
steam.
Women bathing. Degas’ woman bend
ing over. Titian’s woman twisting her hair.
Rembrandt’s woman lifting the hem of
her gown above her knees. Rubens’ with
her arm raised, Ingres’ with her back
turned, Renoir’s with her hand between
h e r th ig h s . D u r e r ’s, C r a n a c h ’s,
Cezanne’s, Roualt’s. Lovely or noble,
wrinkled or nubile, desirable or pathetic
through the ages.
She washes her breasts and cups
them with her palm as if to milk the eyes
of her passionate grandson.
He’s obsessed with the crease of her
buttocks and the swell of her nipples, the
hair of her mound and the lips inside
them.
He has wanted to see her naked ever

Beautiful Bodies
1 rem em ber L u cia ’s body in the
bathhouse. She was so beautiful she felt
ashamed.
•She didn’t feel ashamed. The old
women made her feel ashamed.
•What mouths they had.
•Now we have them.
•Do we? My granddaughter doesn’t
even wear a brassiere and do I say
anything?
•When I was her age I couldn’t even
shave my legs without the old women
calling me a whore.
•What happened to the bathhouse?
•
I think it’s a Cuban restaurant now.
• I remember the horse-stables in the
back of it and the smell of horseshit.
•
How much fun we had there.
• Now men and women sit together. Ev
erything showing, even between their
legs.
•They just sit in a big tub.
•Do they make music?
•I don’t know what they do.
•They smoke dope.
•Good, let them smoke dope.
• My son-in-law put one of those jacuzzis in his bathroom.
•Oh yeh? I want one too.
• I don’t need any jacuzzi. I like a good
keesah on my body.
•You c a n ’t get th a t fla x e n cloth
anymore.

•It’s not easy to be beautiful.
•My mother had to smear herself with
shit so they wouldn’t rape her.
• My granddaughter doesn’t have to do
that.
•They learn to fight now. They do that
Japanese stuff. I saw on the news a
woman who broke a man’s nose when he
tried to rape her.
•Good for her.
•Did they catch him?
•Yes, they caught him in the hospital
when he went for his nose.

She is C a lle d
California
\ \ hen we were kids we used to watch
the sunset from on top of the road that
snaked down into the m arshes of
Secaucus. The road would disappearout
of sight into the cattails of the garbage
dumps and on the other side of the
marshes lay the blue hills of the horizon.
The image of America always seemed
to be on the other side of those hills, a
kind of motherland, that waited to be ex
plored. As the road snaked down and got
lost in the marshes it seemed to point
toward manhood and one day we would
follow it.
It was our rite of passage and the tun
nels of Pennsylvania were like a birth
canal. It led to exotic names like Wheel
ing and Columbus and our excitement
was like an instinct that kept pushing us
forward, each of us thumbing his way into
the darkness and testing himself against
the unknown. Keep going, it said, don’t
stop, get a trucker at a cafe in the middle
of the night and make St. Louis by dawn,
the sudden thrill of the Mississippi and
the new Memorial Arch shining in the
long ray of the sunrise behind us, the
great Saarinen line like a crowing into
that immensity called America and the
belly of the west.
But there was no America, there was
nowhere that could be named and the
road pushed through a history of mas
sacres and a cem etery of another
culture. There was only the land and she
had no name and she grew more beau
tiful as the road continued across the
plains and the Rockies. What would she
be like on the other side of the desert?
All right, let her be called California,
the word itself like a woman, her great
thighs accepting anyone and her winters
always green, her gentle hills like a boy’s
first whore with a gold tooth in her smile.
The first time he entered her he felt he
had arrived at the end of a journey and he
stayed as long as he could. And though

She sits with her daughter in their burnoose towels and
enjoys the pleasure o f cleanliness and grapefruit. She
peels the shiny globes into the ruby slivers o f the juice, so
delicious and refreshing and each dewy cell o f the
tartness like a teardrop.
since he was not supposed to, the
darkness under her dress and the con
tour of her bodice like mysteries he has
wanted to solve ever since the dream of
seeing Miss Savio’s cunt in the first
grade, her legs open under the desk and
the hem of her skirt over her knees.
She was the mysterious female always
wearing clothes. She was an executive in
a suit, a dancer in a leotard, a lovely
hygienist with an elbow in the crotch of
her uniform as she bent over to clean
some teeth.

•My granddaughter wants one. She
likes old-fashioned stuff.
•She has a b e a u tifu l body, your
granddaughter.
• I hope it’s not too beautiful. Look what
happened to Lucia.
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the journey never ended and continued
to foreign cities and museums, some
where inside him always wanted to
return.

And so he returned and settled in a
cabin by the s’ea, her deer prancing
through the high grass and her raccoon
staring over the garbage can, her blue
heron nesting in the canyon and then
gliding like a paper kite across the
lagoon, her egret poised in the low tide
and her hills darkened with redwood and
madrone, her clouds over Bolinas Bay
and her wildflowers by the little Van Gogh
cabin that rented for only seventy-five a
month and all his watercolors filling with
her vulvas and her breasts.
All his love of nudes went into her
shores and he wanted to fuck her with his
brush. She became the image for his
longing and like any nude she could be
terrible and full of pain.
There were only a few others on the
mesa in those days and the loneliness
was often so painful, he wanted to die.
The leaves of the eucalyptus were like
daggers in the grisly fog on his way to
town every afternoon and the post box
empty until a letter came from Leo.
“ Hey, Zeke, what’s it like out there?
We’re coming too, me, Charlie, all of us.
The rents and the roaches have done us
in.”
Two more families joining the centuries
of migration, your vans puttering across
the wilderness of hippy-hating rednecks.
You stopped gqtside Reno where Tony
was dealing blackjack on the weekends
and fishing the rest of the time. He said
anyone who went to California was nuts.
He said it was becoming another shit
hole and you should stay in the desert.
“ You can have California and shove it
up your ass.”
By the time you arrived all the flower
children were gone and all the runaways
and drunks were littered in Golden Gate
Park like refugees from the murderous
suburbs. The newspapers were full of
bloody faces from Chicago and there
were riots in Berkeley and Oakland. You
looked for a quiet place with a good
school for the kids and yet you didn’t
want to be away from the action.
By the end of summer the hills were so
dry the deer came looking for water by
the cabins. The mice chewed the roots of
the Queen Anne’s lace and the dry stalks
toppled into the long parched grass.
Then as usual the rains came around
Halloween and the seabirds started to

•No, I mean a big shot like Eleanor
Roosevelt.
•Eleanor Roosevelt was a miserable
woman.
•How do you know?
•I heard it on the television.
•All I want is health.
•Oh you and your health. You have to
enjoy yourself too.
•The only enjoyment I know is my
children.
•You see them once a year.
■They’re too busy worrying about how
to have a good time.
•They have so much and still they’re
miserable.
•It’s a shame the way they live now.
•If everyone lived like you we’d still be
in the village.
•What’s wrong with the village?
•I like it better here.

First it ’s sugar and then meat and now they want to
change the oil.
They worry about their health.
Let them worry about what comes out o f their mouths.

•I go to Las Vegas, I go to Tahoe, who
wants to go back to the village?
•It was like a village when I first came
to this country.
•Where you talking about?
•In Binghamton, New York. My cousin
had a farm there.
•I didn’t know any Binghamton. Not a
week after Ellis Island I was in the factory.
Oh, America, everyone said on the boat,
as if we were going to heaven.
•That’s what Pinocle Nishan said on
the boat. He said, ‘Do you think I’m going
to America to work?’

green, her gentle hills like a bo ys first whore with a gold
tooth in her smile.

1 wonder what I would have become if
I was born in this country.
•You would have been a movie star.
•You think so?
•Sure, why not? Your nose is too big
but they can fix that.
• No one’s going to fix this nose. This is
my father’s nose.
•I wonder if I could have been a big
shot if I were born here.
•You already are a big shot.
•Remember that Persian lamb coat
she had? Only big shots wore those
coats.
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And when they finished shuffling the
papers they would hang around the ta
bles and twist them into flips, each kid
•checking the other’s as if the long phallic
rolls they stuffed into their canvas bags
were some kind of weapon or ammuni
tion. Flip after flip in the odor of paper
and kerosene and the warmth of being
inside and telling puerile jokes more ar
chetypal than lurid, like the one about the
little creature who gets caught in a

Now your daughter is an expert on oil too.

her great thighs accepting anyone and her winters always

America

I n the-dark mornings down in the base
ment of the Post Office there was an old
black World War Two veteran who stood
by the wall and hummed old jazz tunes
while he smoked his pipe and shuffled
his letters. He was not really old but his
tobacco and his Ellington songs seemed
to purl from another age in the golden
years.
Nixon was just elected and the war
raged on, but though there was tension
between the straights and the. longhairs
the old black vet with the kinky white
sideburns stood by the wall in his sepa
rate world and shuffled his mail as if he
were enveloped in a cloud of aromatic

Sometimes those who had to wait for a
place on the tables would go down the
street to the bakery and buy hot buns
from the old flour-dusted baker who was
their comrade of the dark morning when
everyone else was asleep, and then they
would all feast on the buns and the turn
overs with their lips and noses powdered
with sugar and smeared with milk and
their hands black from the fresh ink.

M y daughter says safflower oil is better.

Let her be called California, the word itself like a woman,

arrive on their way south, the merganser
and pintail and bufflehead, the petral cir
cling in the shallows and the pelican glid
ing with huge majestic wings. They were
like angels, the cousins of the chicken we
treat like shit.
A lonely artist went to watch them and
tried to hold on to the musselled rocks
and the mesmeric anemones of the tide
pools. He longed for his place in the earth
and a natural life but it seemed impossi
ble without people and money. He had
n o n e le f t and w e n t b a c k to th e
streetlights where he found a job at the
Post Office in Berkeley.

The Woman with

tobacco smoke, his letters tapping in
rhythm to his songs from Tin Pan Alley.
What cancer or transfer awaited him
he didn’t know, he just cased his mail and
went for his eggs in the cafe on Shattuck
Avenue and then continued with his route
in the hills.
His face becomes the image of early
mornings and the good feeling of being
warm inside with the rest of the gang, of
the world of our childhood when we were
paperboys together, a boy waking in the
darkness and catching the alarm just be
fore it went off so it wouldn’t wake his
mother.
He would hold his shoes and walk in
his socks past her bed into the kitchen
and turn on the old four-legged oven and
stand by the flames until the water
boiled. Instant coffee had just come out.
Big Richie was the one who discovered it.
“ It’s good, Zekey. Ya gist put hot warta
init wid lotsa shuga an milk. It’s called
Instin Maxwell House.”
Good to the last drop, said the empty
cup in the old Lyondekker illustration. He
would drink it with a chunk of choreg and
then tiptoe down the stairs and try not to
wake old Mrs. Barbalinardo who’d be up
anyway. Then he’d run to be with the
gang in the empty storefront and Big
Richie the manager would always be yell
ing like a foreman in a post office twenty
years later.
On Wednesdays and Thursdays the
paper had to be shuffled together and
everyone had to get to the office early for
a place on the tables and sometimes
there would be a fight for it, Big Richie
shoving his way in between with his big
je lly belly and g e ttin g his glasses
knocked off from the flying fists, good old
Richie, dear Richie whom everyone
made fun of, wherever he is now, his
ashes in the wind.

•He was a gambler.
•He had a cafe.
•It’s the same thing.
•My husband used to play cards there
all night.
•All the boys did.
•I used to complain, but what else were
they going to do, sit in the kitchen?
•My mother-in-law's kitchen was al
ways full.
•That’s because she made arak in the
bathtub.
•I used to hate it. I can still smell the
stink of those raisins in the barrel.
•People came all the way from Pater
son to buy her stuff.
•She had a good idea. Maybe I should
make arak in my bathtub and then my
kitchen will be full at night.
•You need more than arak to fill your
kitchen with people.
•I don’t want mine full. I can hardly
keep it clean.
•My house is too big for me to clean.
•We should all live in our garages.
•I lived with my husband and four chil
dren in an apartment that was not half the
size of the house I live alone in now.

“It’s good, Zekey. Ya gist put hot warta init wid lotsa
shuga an milk. It’s called Instin Maxwell House. ”

woman’s hole with a big monster coming
in and whitewashing the walls.
And when everyone was finished they
would slowly enter the streets that were
dark in winter and rose-tinted in the
spring and each boy would be alone with
his heavy bag that he balanced on his
back like a coolie or a hero, depending on
his mood.
And he would trudge through the
morning weather and bring news to the
tribe of grown-ups in the different halls
and vestibules, each with its own special
odor and a mystery behind the door, the
different characters and scenes he would
peek into when he went to collect.
And he would stop to rest and sit down
to read the comics in one of the fancy
vestibules with a rug and everywhere
would be charged with the power of the
dawn and the profound silence of being
awake while everyone else was asleep.
He loved walking in that silence and
listening to the sparrows and pigeons,
and then one morning came the shock of
the woman with the naked breast, her
nipple and areola exploding his eyes like
a blinding flash when she suddenly
opened the door to get the milk and her
robe opened as she bent to pick it up.
And when she saw that she was not alone

she covered herself and smiled as if she
did not have to be embarrassed or have
anything to fear from the downy-faced
boy wearing his cousin Aram ’s old
woolen army hat and the fatigue jacket
that was too big for him so he had to roll
the sleeves.
And she was right. For though her
breast would fix in his memory and never
fade or change, he still lived in that world
where beautiful women were only kissed
or hugged and she was more vision than
woman. She was almost the morning it
self and how it glowed in a veil more
shadow than light and he tried to hold on
to the soft fugitive colors of her open robe
as if they were the seeds of all the nudes
to follow, her emanation more powerful
than the body she prized while he walked
on as if in a stream of a throbbing epi
phany and wanted more of her, to em
brace her and release the overwhelming
waves that surged through his limbs and
would later become so painful.
He kept hoping she would come out
again and she began to appear in other
places, less a figure than the glowing
bricks and poles that would one day
blacken, bend and crumble in the warp of
time, her swirling veil blazing and searing
his eyes in the wound of adolescence and
masturbation.
He walked on and finished his route
with the sun rising behind the sky
scrapers across the river, the long golden
ray like a spear in his eyes.
When he got home his mother would
be leaving for work. She would be at the
factory all day and once a week he would
go there in the afternoon and sweep the
floor and clean the ladies room.

Oil and Fat
* T h e re ’s a sale on olive oil in my
supermarket.
•Buy me two gallons, I’ll pay you back.
•My daughter says safflower oil is
better.
• Now your daughter is an expert on oil
too.
• First it’s sugar and then meat and now
they want to change the oil.
•They worry about their health.
• Let them worry about what comes out
of their mouths.
•I like olive oil. I never use fat anymore.
•I like fat but I use butter in my choreg
now.
• It’s not the same. The old choreg with
the fat had its own taste.
• Agavni still uses it but she doesn’t tell
anyone. She boils it and keeps it in her
second refrigerator. Her son’s a mil
lionaire but he still likes fat in his choreg.
• I used to get it for a nickel a pound
from the butcher.
•I used to get it for free.
•You can still get it cheap.
• No one wants to boil it anymore. They
don’t even know how.
• You don’t have to know. You just throw
an apple in and when it’s brown the fat is
ready.
•They say it gives you heart trouble if
you sit on your ass all day.
•That’s why they all run.
•My daughter gets depressed if she
doesn’t run.
•Your daughter looks like a skeleton
already.
•She likes to look that way. It’s the new
style.
•Do men like it?
•They don’t care what men like.
•Good for them.
•They don’t get old so fast..
•W hat’s wrong with getting old? So
they look young, so what?
•So then they can go out and have a
good time.
•Do they have to run to have a good
time?

She’s Not the Woman
in th e D rea m
Anymore
Q
U h e ’s an old woman with a face like
Sitting Bull’s, her lips disappearing as
she takes her teeth out and brushes them
with baking soda.
She asks for a haircut in the backyard,
she likes it short and comfortable.

itself, the bunions and calluses like a
transition into the world of rocks and
trees.
“ I’m going to make shish-kebab for our
meal.”
“ I don’t want any meat.”
“ It’s not for you, it’s for your brother.”
“ I’ll eat the beans.”
“ Eat anything you want.”
“ I like beans.”
“ If you like beans I’ll cook beans. If he
likes meat I’ll cook meat.”
“ What about you, what do you like?”
“ I like whatever’s leftover. I grew old on
leftovers.”
Orange peels, potato skins, bones and
crusts, the portrait of her life a compost
with wildflowers, the colors mixed in a
protoplasmic swirl of slaughter and birth,
blood red and death blue, blossom yellow
to turn them into earth.
She clears the table while her sons talk
about her bank account. She washes the
dishes during probate and trusts. She
sweeps the floor along with interests and
taxes, her sons preparing for her death
while she grows more alive each day.

She clears the table while her sons talk about her bank
account. She washes the dishes during probate and
trusts. She sweeps the floor along with interests and
taxes, her sons preparing for her death while she grows
more alive each day.
“Zaykay, just cut it and don’t be so
artistic."
The white hairs blow in the wind like all
the lines of all her portraits that never
came out right, that always looked like
someone else.
She takes a shower and sits in her bur
noose and soaks her feet in a pan of
water. And now come her toenails which
are too hard for her.
“ Some women pay a lot of money to
have their toenails cut.”
Less nail than fungal crust, chronic
and recycleable, her feet like the ground

The valley is home and she is back on
her acre, her mother in the dawn and her
father in the vines, her brothers in the
fruit trees and the donkey in the compost.
She walks with her youngest son to his
car as he holds a bag of her food in one
hand and reaches with his other to hold
her arm and kjss her face. She moves to
check the bag and he grabs her breast
instead.
It is beyond softness and feels univer
sal, an old udder that could belong to any
mammal. Never before has she been so
beautiful who used to appear in dreams

3 HEW
LOWFAT YOGURT
FLAVORS
E ssence o f Lem on,
Vanilla, a n d Maple.
Watch fo r them !
ALSO AVAILABLE
N a n cy 's P la in
L ow fat Y o g u r t in
h a n d y 8 o z . s iz e .

BREAKFAST SPECIAL

7-8:30 a.m. Mon-Sat
2 eggs, hashbrowns, toast or
2 hotcakes, plus coffee —$1.49
ALL YOU CAN EAT BRUNCH
$3.25 Mon-Fri 8:30*11 a.m.

Peter Najarian is the author of two previous
novels, Voyages (1971, reprinted 1980) and
Wash Me On Home, Mama (1978). The pre
ceding is an excerpt from Daughters of
Memory—®1986, Peter Najarian, published
by City Miner Books, P.O. Box 176, Berke
ley, CA 94701.

NEW FROM
NANCY'S

Monday: Open Mike Poetry
Wednesday: Theater
Thursday: Open Mike Comedy
Friday & Saturday:
Just 17 Big Band
ALL AGES

Karin & David Orange

of rage. Shut up! Leave me alone! I don’t
want it, take it back, I don’t want your
damn food! Those dreams have stopped
and she’s not a mother anymore. She’s a
little old woman who will die and who
finally begins to emerge through the cat
aracts of a personal history. The once-amonth weekends with her now are won
ders and her good health a treasure from
whatever it is that keeps her alive.
She stands by the car and pats the
hood as if it were a donkey.
“ Are you afraid of dying, Ma?”
“ No.”
“ You’re not?”
“ No, I’m not afraid of dying. Why, my
son?”
“ Because who will I talk with on Sun
day mornings?”
“You can talk with God.”
“ I don’t talk with God.”
“ Oh I always talk with God.”
“ You do.”
“ Oh sure.”
“What do you say?”
“ I say thank you, I always say thank
you.”

(W3» 236-BASS
Patrick. M arshall-Luthier

user-friendly, expert adjustments
consultations- repairs-constructions

We all have our “MOST WANTED LIST’ of music that
we just can’t seem to find. If they're oldies,
oddities, or just plain elusive, we at Music
Millennium are committed to fulfilling your
musical desires.
Millennium is currently THE record store in
Portland that will search out your music. Our
Music Detectives will make hard as nails efforts
to track it down, order it, notify you when we
receive it, or, let you know if it’s impossible to get.
ALL AT NO EXTRA CHARGE!
We w ant your p a tro n a g e , a n d w e ’re
w illing to earn it. Just g iv e us a c a ll or
stop by either lo c a tio n a n d let our c ra c k
te a m o f m usic d e te c tiv e s
spring into a ction !

M U S IC
M IL L E N N IU M

EAST PORTLAND

NW PORTLAND

32nd & E Burnside
231-8926

21 st & NW Johnson
248-0163
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HARRIETS
CAFE

HAS MOVED TO THE SECOND FLOOR
OF THE SKIDMORE FOUNTAIN BLDG.
25 S.W. FIRST

BREAKFAST • LUNCH • 7 DAYS A WEEK
OPEN IN OCTOBER

RESTAURANT
U nique a n d E xotic Chinese cuisine
specializing in spicy dishes
fro m H u n a n a n d Szechuan Provinces
M oderately Priced.

515 S.W. Broadway

0

2 2 4 -8 0 6 3

Free parking after 6:00 p .m .

M organ’s Alley Building

City Center Parking

10th & Washington

VISIT O U R NEW RESTAURANT
H UN A N GARDEN • 1 1 8 1 4 N.E. STH ST • BELLEVUE, W A .

(206)451-3595

• EUGENE•

DAUGHTERS OF MEMORY

200

a Story by Peter Najarian

n a tu ra l fo o d s
R estaurant
c o lle c tiv e
sp e c ia ls everyday

TOWN/NORTH BEACH
•
BASQUE
CUISINE • ROOMSFROMS30 • 1208
STOCKTON ST. • SAN FRANCISCO,
CALIFORNIA 94133 • (415)989-3960 •

OBRERO

HOTEL & RESTAURANT

O p en
7am - 1,0pm
w e ek d a y s
8am - 10pm
w eekends
c lo sed m o n

454 w illa m e t te st.

IN THE BASQUE TRADITION

eugene
344*4764

VOTE YES ON FIVE

!

THE OREGON MARIJUANA INITIATIVE i
NOVEMBER 4, 1986
HELP SUPPORT OMI

. . The co n versa tio n s o f those o ld w om en defy b a d art, d efy every
thing. They a r e beau tifu lly h ea rd , b ea u tifu lly re n d e re d , a va lu a b le
c o n trib u tio n to A rm enian cu ltu re a n d the u n iversa l w ish to be alive;
to survive, to Joke a n d to fo rg ive. ”
— Carolyn See
The Los Angeles Tim es
“This is a rich, u n u su a l book, f l u i d d e sp ite its seg m e n te d structure,
hopeful even w ith ou t a resolution, a n d thoughtful, ly ric a l a n d in 
trig u in g th roughout.”
— D o ris O ber
The San F rancisco C hronicle

CITY MINER BOOKS Berkeley, CA 94701

paid
THIS AD PAID FOR BY THE OREGON MARIJUANA INITIATIVE
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Lum o f the
century comfort
and charm wait
for you at
the gracious
Gilbert House.

AW

HARBINGER!

The Big Blue Victorian

A Charming Inn,
in the Bed & Breakfast
Tradition

Beautifully restored turn-of-the-century home, located on east bay of
Budd Inlet. Bicycle paths, business ventures, downtown shopping, and
entertainment are all close at hand.

HcJ “

Innkeepers:

Patrick and
Rosemarie Link

1136 East Bay Dr.
Olympia, WA 98506
Ph. (206) 754-0389

(503) 738-9770
341 Beach Drive
Seaside, OR 97138

*Visa, MC, Am. Express
♦Non-smoking rms. Avail.
♦Call for reservations

Private Baths
Color T.V.

Holladay Dr. &
208 N.
Seaside, OR (503) 738-9055

"Quite simply,
the Best."
Oregon Magazine, Dec. 1984

C_ _afe
de fa
M or

i>eave £

"Selected the Best Seafood
Restaurant on the Oregon Coast
N. W. Best Places, 1986 Edition

1287 S. Hemlock
Cannon Beach, OR
436-1179

Dinners Nightly
from 5:30 pm
Closed Mondays

Your distributor of high quality
organically grown and natural foods.
'•800-4 K L

fo

harg e
a"
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IN C O R P O R A T E D

Sin ce 1978

•
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•
*

Wills
Divorce
Bankruptcy
Kame-Change
Step-Parent Adoption

^ th o u t 0 * *
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p la c
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239- 9472
10th & NE Bumside

P A C IF IC
NORI HWES1

APT
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EXPO

C heck
PSU

F ilm

C o m m itte e
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O ut
F rid a y

N ig h ts

WILL WRITER
w ritten by Holo Press
favorably reviewed by the
American Ear Association

Pacific Northwest Art Expo
O ctober 31, Novem ber 1and 2,1986
Seattle Trade Center
2601 Elliot Avenue

Art Show Rooms

a ltn ia n

WILLS

other services available

^

™ '"H If
ship to Al

CONSUMER
S O U N D IN G
BOARD

American Art Gallery, Tacoma
Artworks Gallery, Seattle
Augen Galleries, Inc., Portland
Braarud Fine Art, LaConner
Capital Hill Arts, Seattle
Davidson Galleries. Seattle
Curtright Gallery. Tacoma
Linda Farris Gallery, Seattle
Fine Impressions Gallery, Seattle
Fire Works Ceramic Gallery, Seattle
Flury & Co., Seattle
Flying Shuttle, Ltd., Seattle
Foster/White Gallery, Seattle
Galleries International, Seattle
Richard Ian Green Glass Art, Seattle
Carolyn Hartness Fine Art, Seattle
Hodges/Banks Gallery, Seattle
Jackson Street Gallery, Seattle
Jamison/Thomas Gallery. Portland
Kirsten Gallery, Seattle
Koller/Davidson, Seattle
Greg Kucera Gallery, Seattle
Elizabeth Leach Gallery, Seattle
The Legacy Ltd., Seattle
Lynn McAllister, Seattle
Michael Maslan Historic
Photographs and Emphera, Seattle
Matzke/Runnings Gallery, Seattle
MIA Folk Art and Textiles, Seattle
Native Design Ltd., Seattle
Northwest Gallery of Fine
Woodworking, Seattle
Pacific Fine Arts, Seattle
Laura Russo Gallery. Inc.. Portland
C.E. Rynd, Fine Arts, Seattle
Sacred Circle Gallery, Seattle
Francine Seders. Seattle
Shilton Designs, Seattle
The Silver Image Gallery, Seattle
Carolyn Staley Fine Prints, Seattle
Stone Press Gallery, Seattle
Stonington Gallery, Seattle
T & N Asia Gallery, Seattle
Nancy Teague Gallery, Seattle
Travcr/Sutton Gallery, Seattle
Woodside/Braseth Galleries. Seattle

Education
Organizations
AdvisArts, Seattle
Art In Form. Seattle
Artist Trust, Seattle
Bellevue Art Museum, Seattle
Centrum Press, Port Townsend
Donnally Books, Seattle
Exposure School/Dark Rooms, Seattle
Henry Art Gallery, Seattle
Pioneer Square Association, Seattle
Pratt Fine Arts Center, Seattle
School of Visual Concepts, Seattle
Seattle Art Institute, Seattle
Seattle Art Museum,
Contemporary Art Council, Seattle
University of Washington,
School of Painting & Printmaking, Seattle
Washington Volunteer Lawyers For the
Arts, Seattle
Western Washington University,
Art Department. Bellingham

M anagem ent
Service
Supplies
Argentum Photographic Services, Seattle
Margery Aronson, Seattle
Artech, Seattle
Associated Risk Management, Seattle
Bannerworks, Inc./Koryn Rolstad, Seattle
Buchanan Frames, Seattle
Jan W. Budden Art Consultant, Seattle
Design Concern, Seattle
Fremont Fine Art Foundry, Seattle
Mahler Fine Arts, Seattle
Newsom Berry Custom Furniture, Seattle
Plasteel Frames. Seattle
Post Alley Press, Seattle
Pamela Powers Fine Art. Seattle
Seattle Art, Inc., Seattle
Daniel Smith, Inc., Seattle
Rod Stuart, Inc., Seattle
Sutton Partnership, Seattle
Robert Vinnedgc Photography, Seattle
Roger Williams AIA, Seattle

Artists
Mark Abrahamson. Seattle
Bill Baber. Seattle
Richard Beyer. Seattle
Mike Burns, Seattle
James Coffin, Seattle
JimCorte, Victoria, B.C.
D'art, Seattle
Pat DeCaro, Seattle
Joe Emminger, Seattle
Dennis Evans, Seattle
Friends of the Rag, Seattle
Marcia Glazicrc. Seattle
Spence Guerin. Anchorage
Douglas Hansen Group, Seattle
William Hoppe. Seattle
Ted Jonsson, Seattle
Billy King. Seattle
Phil Levine, Seattle
Barbara McAusland, Seattle
Robert Maki, Seattle
Benjamin Moore, Seattle
Deborah Poletti, Seattle
Quasi Co., Seattle
Jana Rekosh, Seattle
Jude Russell, Portland
Seattle Times 8, Seattle
Robert Sperry. Seattle
Cathy Woo. Seattle
Laurie Zuckerman. Seattle

Publications
Art week, Oakland, CA
Journal of the Print World. NewHampshire
Northwest Art Paper, Seattle
Signature, Edmonds
Vanguard. Vancouver. B.C.
Vision. Seattle
Further Information
Pacific Northwest
Art Expo
P.O. Box 4305
Seattle. Washington 98104
Telephone 206-628-0882
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Colonialism is the habit of knowing what is
good for others and seeing that they get it.

By Rob Nixon

Elspeth Huxley

Illustration by Jana Rekosh

I L x o m e months back, in the upper-crusty British
magazine Harper’s and Queen, I came across a feature
celebrating those places around the globe where expats
continue to uphold the standards of “gracious colonial
living.” Hong Kong and Singapore were named, as was
Dubai, but Kenya held pride of place. There, we are
told, it is still possible to live in dashing style if certain
details are attended to:
S e rvan ts: K iku yu cooks and
houseboys are the cleverest, but
Luos ensure a more peaceful (if less
well-run) establishment. The dream
is still of the handsome Somalis who
always ran the grandest houses.
Key lingo: Lete—bring (as in “Lete
gin and tonic”); Mbwa kali—fierce
dog.
Essential reading: James Fox,
Baroness Blixen, Elspeth Huxley.
Essential viewing: The Flame Trees
of Thika.
By now the list should be amended to
include, as obligatory viewing, Sydney
Pollack’s Out of Africa which this April
won the Academy Award for best picture.
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The trumpeting of imperial triumph,
though never exactly stilled, did for a
while grow muffled. ^Between 1947 and
1980, forty-nine British territories be
came independent. And by the eighties,
the once-sprawling British empire had
been whittled down—if one excepts the
five million or so inhabitants of Hong
Kong—to one hundred fifty thousand
colonial subjects dotted about on some
two hundred islands. Gibraltar, St. Hel
ena, Bermuda, Cayman Islands, Turks &
Caicos Islands, Ascension Island, the
Falklands. . the merest confetti of em
pire. During the era of decolonization,
history which had hitherto been told from
the standpoint of the victors began to be
retold from that of the (not altogether)

vanquished. New international voices
were heard. A im e C e s a ire , C .L.R .
James, Basil Davidson, Frantz Fanon,
Kwame Nkrumah, Walter Rodney, Eric
Williams and others started to put to
gether remedial histories chronicling the
plunder.
But now the redressing of history is
itself being redressed, and imperial chic
threatens to leave no room for imperial
shame. More concertedly than ever, the
British are recalling that they were for
merly great and seeing to it, on TV, in film
and in print, that the dulled image of em
pire is burnished once more. India was
conscripted first for the restored empire
of the imagination: in A Passage to India,
Gandhi, The Jewel in the Crown, The Far
Pavilions, Mountbatten, Viceroy of India.
But the brassy tones of Harper’s and
Queen foretold what Out of Africa was to
make obvious: Kenya (alias “Africa”) now
too has been pressed into the ranks of a
rehabilitated empire.
If America has today stepped into Brit
a in ’s im perial shoes and is walking
abroad more confidently than ever, it still
lacks a strong national image of empire
and is borrowing from a presently en
feebled Britain the glorious style that
once went with possession of the earth.

In Out of Africa that identification is less
vicarious and moves closer to something
more openly American. Pollack’s Out of
Africa, while feeding off a tradition of An
glophilia, is less wholeheartedly British
than any of the Indian endeavors.
O

u t of Africa is at first glance an

im probable com m ercial su ccess. A
somewhat obscure Danish writer who
ran a failed coffee farm in East Africa in
the 1920s seems scarcely a powerful
enough subject for a film that would
gross $27 million in its first three weeks.
And one that would bring in its train a
retinue of titles: a combined edition of
Out of Africa and Shadows on the Grass,
Blixen’s Letters from Africa, Judith Thur
man’s biography, a Sierra Club pictorial
edition—Isak Dinesen's Africa: Images of
the Wild Continent from the Writer’s Life
and Words—and Errol Trzebinski’s S/lence Will Speak, the story of Denys
Finch Hatton’s life, centered on his ro
mance with Blixen. But the plangent “ I
had a farm in Africa” that opens Pollack’s
film resonates with a fine aristocracy of
the imagination that is the film ’s style and
its allure. Pollack’s empire, like Blixen’s,

is one of taste, graced with a visual and a
spiritual largesse.
In East Africa, Finch Hatton and Bror
Blixen were two of the greatest white
hunters of their era. While their passion
for hunting was admired and shared by
Karen Blixen, it was imperative to her that
husband and lover be not merely adven
turers but aristocrats to the core. She
was obsessed with “ brilliant breeding”
and the style that went with it, and her
unalloyedly aristocratic values provide
the key both to her choice in male com
panionship and to her attitudes to the
Africans and the continent itself. In the
film, as in the memoirs, the Africa “ she
knew” takes the fanciful shape of an ally
in her battle against the corrupting of the
patrician spirit.
Resigned to her unrequited passion
for Bror’s brother, Blixen embarked in
1914 for “ parts unknown.” She was
aware that in marrying Bror on arrival in
Kenya she would be trading her money
for a title and a man she could not love.
But she so reviled the bourgeoisie that
the exchange seemed a fair one. Like
wise, at her divorce from Bror, it was the
possibility of having to forgo the Bar
oness in her name that caused Blixen the
greatest dismay.

In her view, the frank materialism of
Europe’s merchant class had cramped
the more high-minded ways of the upperclass elite. This bourgeois encroach
ment was far less advanced in Kenya, but
she recoiled from every sign of it. If sec
tors of settler society ostracized her (par

together a sense of belonging by holding
to an aristocratic idea of Africa, with her
farm, elevated in altitude and spirit, as
the distilled essence of that idea. Her
coffee estate was a financial calamity
partly through ill luck, but also, it must be
said, because she was at heart a good

By the eighties, the once-sprawling British
empire had been whittled down—i f one
excepts Hong Kong—to one hundred fifty
thousand colonial subjects dotted about on
some two hundred islands. . . the merest
confetti of empire.
ticularly during the First World War) be
cause they doubted her loyalty to the
British Crown, Blixen, for her part, kept
aloof from the “ small” settlers, the shop
keepers and the clerks of empire. Prop
erty—as an expression of spirit—was to
take precedence over profit. She scraped

aristocrat and a poor entrepreneur.
- ^ ^ l i x e n was won over to Kenya be
cause it had the power to palliate her
ache for a vanishing aristocratic age. For

her, Africa was an escape from modern
Europe and, paradoxically, for that very
reason, she was blind to it as anything
more than a stage of European history. It
was a vast game reserve where the val
ues of the ancien regime could live on.
The aristocratic inhabitants of this world
were not only the imported earls and bar
onesses but the Africans themselves:
“ Here were Lord Delamere and Hassan,
Berkeley Cole and Jama, Denys Finch
Hatton and Bilea, and I myself and Farah.
We were the people who, wherever we
went, were followed, at a distance of five
feet, by those noble, vigilant and myste
rious shadows.”
An illuminating comparison can be
made with Evelyn Waugh, who visited
Kenya in 1931—the very year Blixen’s
sojourn in the colony was to end. Waugh
anticipates Out of Africa by characteriz
ing the settlers “as fellow-victims of the
megapolitan culture of Northern Europe”
and shows abundant sympathy for the
attempt “to recreate Barsetshire on the
equator,” to revive a withering English
squirearchy by transplanting it to African
soil. Blixen’s writing came to echo this
elegiac note, but she was more selec
tively sympathetic toward the settlers,
scorned Waugh's style of jingoism and,
with it, his almost exhibitionist racism.
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His prejudices were too fierce and direct
for him to take Blixen’s improbable
course of enlisting native Kenyans in the
battle to keep mercantile values at bay.

Compared to most settlers, Blixen
treated the Africans on her 4,500-acre
plantation with largesse. She protested
the heavy taxes exacted from them and
the pass system which controlled their
movements; she allowed them to culti
vate crops in corners of the plantation;
and, when the farm was sold, secured a
piece of reserve land large enough to
ensure that “ her” people, some two hun
dred families, were not hopelessly dis
persed. But the problem with Blixen’s rel
atively benevolent attentions, and with
her regard for Africans in general, is that
she perceived her relation to them as a
species of philanthropic feudalism, with
her at the center exercising noblesse ob
lige and anticipating a deferential loyalty
in return. It is this spirit that informs some
of her most discomfiting writing. Of Kamante Gatura (the youth with the infected
leg in the film), she observes:
He stuck to the maizecobs of his
fathers. Here even his intelligence
sometimes failed him, and he came
and offered me a Kikuyu delicacy, a
roasted sweet potato or a lump of
sheep’s fat— as even a civilized dog,
that has lived for a long time with
people, will place a bone on the floor
before you, as a present.
. in d e e d , what is most startling about
the entire Out of Africa enterprise—
books and film—is the general readiness
to take Blixen’s Kenya at face value. Re
viewers and commentators have been
single-mindedly incurious about imagin
ing how a reverse angle on Kenya, a few
shots from an indigenous perspective,
m ight look. Judith Thurm an, for in
stance, in her eloquent and deeply re
searched biography, falls under the spell
of Blixen’s feudal habits of mind when
she drowsily ventriloquizes her subject’s
opinion that
[Kenya’s] inhabitants take their
places in the hierarchy according to
the degree of pride they manifest,
with the Africans—m ystically for
bearing and amused—at the top.
The E uropean a ris to c ra ts —the
great atavisms like Denys, Berkeley,
$nd the narrator—defer to them, but
just slightly and in the same spirit a
gentleman feels himself to be mor
ally inferior to a lady.
The New York Times was also be
witched. The Travel Section offered a
special four-page feature on Kenya to co
incide with the film ’s release. There was a
long piece on game viewing; a guide to
restaurants; an essay by Trzebinski, her
self a Kenyan settler, on relics from the
Blixen era (the old farmhouse, Finch Hat
ton’s grave, a millstone Blixen once fash
ioned into a table). And a concluding arti
cle, “ Kenya through the eyes of writers it
inspired,” announced that “ when viewed
through some of its great memoirists,
Kenya reveals its intimate se lf.” “ In
spired,” presumably, was the cue that
only white colonial authors were to be
expected. Blixen was cited, along with

standing. . . inthew ay W.H. Hudson
made South America real to us, or
T.E. Lawrence brought Arabia to life.
All in all, the Times feature succeeded in
capturing “the spirit of place,” in a man
ner deferential to the mood of the film, by
a sustained bit of abracadabra that
whisked all native Kenyans from sight.
B

the fata morgana onto which the

film ’s director and the critics hold most
steadfastly is that image of Kenya as par
adise or Arcady evoked by some of
Blixen’s most transporting prose. Robert
Langbaum is surely correct in describing
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And again,
The Natives were Africa in flesh and
blood. The tall extinct volcano of
Longonot that rises above the Rift
Valley, the broad Mimosa trees along
rivers, the Elephant and the Giraffe,
were not more truly Africa than the
Natives w ere. . . . All were different
expressions of one idea, variations
upon the same theme.
Such passages are doubly disquieting
when coupled to recent photographs of
Maasais grouped under a sultry Kenyan

Karen Blixen was obsessed with “brilliant
breeding” and the style that went with it,
and her unalloyedly aristocratic values
provide the key both to her choice in male
companionship and to her attitudes to the
Africans and the continent itself
i
Out of Africa as “ perhaps the best prose
pastoral of our time.” But as the British
literary scholar Raymond Williams has
underscored, some of the best pastoral
commits the most extravagant vanishing
acts, the genteel m yth of a sp on 
taneously providential Nature hiding
from view many hired hands and landless
peasants. Certainly the pastoral reso
nance in Blixen’s writings is no stronger
than her faith in Africa as a pure and
bountiful beginning, a faith expressed
most rapturously in the description of her
maiden flight with Finch Hatton:
The language is short of words for
the experiences of flying, and will
have to invent new words with time.
When you have flown over the Rift
Valley and the volcanoes of Suswa
and Longonot, you have travelled far
and have been to the lands on the
other side of the moon. You may at
other times fly low enough to see the
animals on the plains and to feel to
wards them as God did when he had
just created them, and before he
commissioned Adam to give them
names.
The image of such a free and original
space is hard to resist. Pollack, steeped
in Blixen’s prose, recalls moments when,
sitting in front of a tent on a Kenyan night
in the ‘80s, “ you realized this is where it
all started. If there was a Garden of Eden,
this was it.” And speaking of the im
mense challenge of hazarding the film,
he reflects on how “ you have to re-create
the paradise to feel the loss.”
Others, however, have stayed with the
metaphor in order to topple it. Ngugi wa
Thiong’o, Kenya’s foremost writer, and
one of Africa’s two or three most influen
tial writers, ranks Blixen among the “ par
asites in paradise.” Ngugi has long quar
reled with her vision of Kenya and the
undue attention it has received. One can

Reviewers and commentators have been
single-mindedly incurious about
imagining how a reverse angle on Kenya, a
few shots from an indigenous perspective,
might look.
the aviatrix Beryl Markham, and Elspeth
Huxley, doyenne of Kenyan racists and
author of thirty-five books of bottomless
settler jingoism . (Huxley’s novel, The
Flame Trees of Thika, was one of imperial
nosta lgia ’s quieter successes in the
BBC/PBS version of two or three years
back.) None of Kenya’s black authors
was to get a word in. The framing of this
article to exclude them suggests an im
patience with rival perspectives, a senti
ment once expressed most candidly by
an A m e ric a n re v ie w e r of C h in u a
Achebe’s Arrow of God: Perhaps no
Nigerian at the present state of his
culture and ours can tell us what we
need to know about that country, in a
way that is available to our under

game of the country was useful to
me in my dealings with Africans.

only wonder what he thinks of the film,
but in essay after essay in Homecoming,
Writers in Politics and Detained, he has
inveighed against her as an example of
someone who “ by setting foot on Kenyan
soil at Mombasa was instantly trans
formed into a blue-blooded aristocrat.”
Blixen is certainly, at times, so intoxi
cated by her quest for a pure Africa, for
the unadulterated soul of the continent,
that she seems oblivious to her soaring
romanticism’s capacity to drag racism in
its wake. Ngugi has an eye for such pas
sages, the sort which Thurman’s biogra
phy judiciously skirts:
When you have caught the rhythm of
Africa, you find that it is the same in
all her music. What I learnt from the

sky, as in the Sierra Club’s Isak Dinesen’s
Africa.
I n

the hullabaloo surrounding the film,

the only glimpse of a Kenyan perspective
came in one very brief, very gruff report
in People magazine that the Nairobi
newspapers had “tried to stir up trouble”
by questioning the value of glamorizing
Blixen’s Kenya. To gauge why this lioniz
ing (as it were) of the settler days should
so rankle with black Kenyans, one has to
bring into focus a little of the history that
passes hazily beneath both B lixen ’s
prose and Pollack’s cameras.

tions. And neither Africans nor Asians
were permitted to hold land in the White
Highlands, the territory's horn of plenty,
while, in a gesture of apocalyptic hubris,
whites weregranted 999-year leases from
the Crown. Africans also were barred
from cultivating the most lucrative crops
such as coffee and cotton.
fo r d

Delamere, the silver-haired

leader of the settlers in the film, was a
great champion of these methods and, at
the least sign that Africans were becom
ing self-supporting again, he would urge
that their reserve lands be cut back fur
ther. Delamere himself came to hoard a
million acres. “ Possess” would be quite
the wrong word, for he was at least as
intent on withholding this land from the
Africans as he was on keeping it to him
self, cultivating only a fraction of it. So
much for the colonists’ reasoning that,
even if the land had not been empty in the
strictest sense, it could be justifiably ap
propriated because the peasants had not
realized its full potential.
In this way the Kenyan settlers were
blessed with an ample and inexpensive
body of labor. By the twenties, they
boasted, it was probably the cheapest in
the world. And so too the African popula
tion, laid waste by famine and disease in
congested reserves, dwindled from four
million in 1902 to two and a half million in
1921. Ever eager to give their actions a
humanitarian veneer, the settlers contin
ued to argue that their arrival had res
cued the Africans from the ravages of
intertribal warfare. Yet the 47,000 black
Kenyans who died after being pressgan ge d in to th e E u ro p e a n s’ F irs t
“ W orld” War far outnumbered those
kille d in g e n e ra tio n s of in te rtrib a l
feuding.
Blixen was both a beneficiary of these
colonial policies and an opponent of
some of them. Though not as heartless
as most settlers, she did nonetheless
gain from the squatter system which,

Rumors of blacks banding together and
taking traditional oaths in the forest, along
with sporadic attack^ on the estates, were
sufficient to allow whatever racial hysteria
the settlers had held down to burst to the
surface.
At issue is whether the paradise of the
1910s and ‘20s was the fruit of divine
providence or the product of colonial so
cial engineering. As in most pioneer so
cieties, any number of scribblers-cumadventurers testified that “this place was
empty of men, awaiting the coming of
white settlers.” One reads of “ a howling
wilderness that no one wanted,” of Euro
pean blood, toil, sweat and tears, and
finally, of a “flourishing concern.”
But the settlers did not stint them
selves in insuring that paradise was en
larged. A few years before Blixen disem
b arked at M om basa in 1914, the
governor of the territory had written
home:
Your lordship has opened this Pro
tectorate to white immigration and
colonization, and I think it well that in
co n fid e n tia l corresp on de n ce at
least, we should face the undoubted
issue—viz, that white mates black in
a very few moves. . . . There can be
no doubt that the Masai and many
other tribes must go under. It is a
prospect which I view with equa
nimity and a clear conscience.
Those “ very few moves” were as follows.
To break the back of the flourishing peas
ant a g ric u ltu re , A frica n lands were
seized and the inhabitants crammed into
reserves. By 1915, a year after Blixen’s
arrival, over four and a half million acres
of African land had been turned over to
about one thousand white farmers in this
manner. The purpose was not only to ex
tend the borders of paradise by clearing
the land, but to drive Africans into wage
labor. By removing the peasants’ land
with one hand and imposing leaden
taxes (Europeans were tax-exempt) and
a “ pass” system of surveillance with the
other, the authorities succeeded in herd
ing the Africans toward the white planta

having stripped the Africans of their land,
permitted them to leave their allotted re
serves and live on the white estates only
in exchange for a given quota of labor
days per year.
By brushing Kenyan history against
the colonial grain, so to speak, one may
hope to disturb the film’s roseate image
of a world pristine in its rugged luxury, in
which duress, when it intrudes, is inevita
bly that of the settlers. And one where,
apart from Kamante’s gamy leg and the
servants’ sorrow at their mistress’s de
parture, Blixen is granted a monopoly
over pain. A film that so tidily sharpens a
tragedy of lost settler love with a tragedy
of lost settler land cannot afford to
glimpse, far less face, landless suffering
which would dwarf and trivialize its cen
tral action.
I f

the colonials could spirit away the

land issue and busy themselves with
their own problems, it was otherwise with
the Kenyans. As one of them remarked:
When someone steals your ox, it is
killed and roasted and eaten. One
can forget. When someone steals
your land, especially if nearby, one
can never forget. It is always there,
its trees which were dear friends, its
little streams. It is a bitter presence.
Doubly so if you are forced to work that
land for others. This bitterness came to a
head with the Mau Mau revolt from 1952
to 1958, fully twenty years after Blixen
had returned to Denmark. It is, more than
anything, the events and literature of
Mau Mau which explain why Pollack’s
celebration of the “ glory-days” of settlerdom rankles so badly with Kenyans
today.
Mau Mau, though it helped clear the

way for independence, was not a na
tionalist struggle. Quite simply, peasants
sought to reclaim the arable land monop
olized by white farmers. But rumors of
blacks banding together and taking tradi
tional oaths in the forest, along with spo
radic attacks on the estates, were suffici
ent to allow whatever racial hysteria the
settlers had held down to burst to the

occur to them to give anything to
anybody else, and so they have no
way of appreciating kindness or gifts
from others. They lie habitually, be
cause to lie is the correct procedure,
or else some enemy might find a way
to do them damage if they tell the
truth. They have no sensitivity about
inflicting pain, or receiving pain, be

The current interest in a redecorated
imperial past fits snugly with a time when
America (selectively defined) feels good
about itself and flaunts its right to step
abroad from a position of
unaccommodating strength.
surface. Rumors about the most barba
rous voodoo rites sent shudders all the
way to London, where the Colonial Sec
retary, in the safety of his office, wrote: “ I
would suddenly see a shadow fall across
the page—the horned shadow of the
Devil.”
The settlers intuited that paradise was
closing down. And their rage was un
bridled. Huxley, R obert Ruark, C.T.
Stoneham, C. Wilson, C. Lander, Stuart
Cloete, M.M. Kaye, Neil Sheraton. . .a
throng of settler writers and settler sym
pathizers poured out a mixed brew of
fiction, “ history,” “ anthropology,” and
“ ethnopsychology,” that for its venom is
almost without equal in the annals of
twentieth-century colonialism.
In the African make-up there is really
no such thing as love, kindness, or
gratitude, as we know them, be
cause they have lived all their lives,
and their ancestors’ lives, in an at
mosphere of terror and violence.
There is no proper “ love” between
man and w om an, because the
woman is bought for goats and is
used as a beast of burden. There is
no gratitude, because it would never

cause their whole religion is based
on blood and torture of animals and
each other.
These insights from Peter McKenzie, the
hero of Ruark’s Something of Value, are a
far from eccentric expression of white

Of those killed, 11,500 were alleged Mau
Mau members, along with 1,800 Africans
accused by Mau Maus of collaborating
with the settlers. Yet only sixty-three
white soldiers and thirty-two white civil
ians died.

JL he outcry in the Kenyan press at
Pollack’s glossy revival of the proprie
tary-settler look was partly touched off by
the memory of those Mau Mau battles to
reclaim the land. But to some Western
intellectuals such protests smack, in
Conor Cruise O’Brien’s phrase, of “ his
torical infantilism.” In an Observer col
umn entitled “ Why the Wailing Ought to
Stop,” O’Brien vilified those he consid
ers belatedly afflicted by the “the collec
tive self-pity of former subject peoples.”
This reprimand was occasioned by the
Anglo-Indian novelist Salman Rushdie’s
masterly dismembering of the whole
phenom enon of Raj nosta lgia. But
O ’Brien’s point was a more general one.
Third Worlders should recognize that
colonialism was back then, a different
generation’s affair. Finally, let bygones by
bygones.
To subscribe to O ’ Brien’s quietism
would be to shrug off colonial nostalgia

No matter how much Reagan may enjoy
bandying phrases like “overt covert aid, ”
the day is past when an empire can
brazenly announce itself as such. The
closest it can come is to don the clothes of a
bygone power.
When the dust had settled on the sixyear revolt, one million peasants had
been confined to “ fortified villages,”
90,000 sent to detention camps, and
there were somewhere over 13,000 dead.

tion of things past. But paradoxically, the
real focus of nostalgia is never so much
then as it is now. The current interest in a
redecorated imperial past fits snugly with
a time when America (selectively de
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fined) feels good about itself and flaunts
its right to step abroad from a position of
unaccommodating strength. And, on the
opposite shore, it befits the era of a Prime
Minister Thatcher bent on browbeating
her country into believing that the “ stur
dier” values of Victorian (and high impe
rial) tim es can lead Britain back to
greatness.
Yet there is a difference between the
two. The British empire is in a state of
rigor mortis, with the “ Falklands spirit”
the last twitchings of the corpse. Amer
ica, on the other hand, after a post-Vietnam lull, has a revived faith in its military
might and in its prerogative to intervene
around the globe— in Grenada, N ic
aragua, El Salvador, Angola, Lebanon.
But this “ imperialism without colonies,”
to borrow Harry Magdoff’s phrase, is also
an imperialism without a style of its own.
No matter how much Reagan may enjoy
bandying about phrases like “ overt cov
ert aid," the day is past when an empire
can brazenly announce itself as such.
The closest it can come is to don the
clothes of a bygone power.
The popularity of an antique British
look to match a new American mood is
nowhere more flagrant than in the Ba
nana Republic stores. There is in all this
an elegant variant of the new Cold War
jingoism, of Rambo, the blue collar hero
for whom patriotism means acting before
you can doubt. The refined adventurism
of Out of Africa and the Banana Republic
offers an image that is more delicately
imperial. In a rhapsodic review of the film
for Time commending Pollack for “the
unspeakably gallant act” of matching
Blixen’s romantic idealism with a roman
tic idealism of his own, Richard Schickel
unwittingly says it all:
Out of Africa is, at last, the free-spir
ited, fullhearted gesture that every
one has been waiting for the movies
to make all decade long. It reclaims
the emotional territory that is right
fully theirs.
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